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Young Wild W es,t and Senor Santo
OR, THE BRIGANDS OF THE BORDER

•
By AN OLD. SCOUT
CHAPTER !.-Senor Santo Is Baffled.

the small party of Ame1•icans who are on their
way to dig for Mexican gold. If it were not for
In the extreme southwestern part of New Mex- the fact that
are three ladies with them I
ico, where a half-square is formed as it joins old would let themthere
and get the gold. Then when
Mexico, is to be found the Tange o:f mountains they came back go
I would take it from them: But
known as the Sierra Hacheta. At the time of as one of the senol'itas
is very beautiful, and has
whicl1 we write, this particular spot ·was one of completely
won my heart, though I had not long
the wildest and mosrt unfrequented along the to gaze upon her, I have changed
my mind. She
entire border. But one day some lucky prospectors must be the wife of Senor Santo, the
king of the
struck it rich on the east slope of the range, and Brigands of the Bordel'. Ha! ha! ha!"
none of them knew whether they were upon
Senor Santo, as he called lfimself, brought his
American or Mexican soil. But it mattered little
to them, since the gold dust was panning out \""on- horse to a halt as the four Mexicans rode up, and
derfully. In less than two months after the find when they had saluted him in military style, he
others came to the spot, and the result was that nodded and said:
"Well, you have got here, have you? I am very
a regular trail, leading all the way from Tombstone, was soon made. It was a warm afternoon glad, for we have some business on hand."
"Which way are they coming, senor?" one of the
in mid-winter that we find a rather handsome
,young man riding slowly along the trail in a men asked.
lonely part of the picturesque range. He was a
"From the west," was the rnply.
Mexican, and one of the sort who take great pride
"Have they plenty of money?"
in their wearing apparel, and who are quite com"That I don't know. But there is a very beautimon in that part of the country.
ful girl with them. The1·e are two, in fact, and a
The Mexican was well anned, for he carried a young woman who is the wife of one of the. party,
carbine of American manufacture, a brace of re- I p11esume. I spied upon them while they were
volvers and a hunting-knife. The black mustache resting at noon, and from what I could hear them
that adorned the horseman's upper lip was waved say I am satisfied of this. This young woman's
at the ends, while his face was clean-shaven. The husband is a very tall American, typical of his:
horse he rode was a fine-looking bay, and the race. He has long, dark hair and a mustache, and
saddle and other trappings were of the finest.
he shows signs of having spent much of his time
The Mexican appea1·ed to be in no hurry, for in the mountains. He is really the only man be-his horse was going at a walk. But he acted as longing to the party, for there are but two boys
though he was on the watch for some one, for he besides the ladies I have mentioned and two of the
kept glancing ahead almost continually as he en- Chinese race, who, no doubt, are servants. They
tered a ravine. Suddenly his face lighted up and a1·e well equipped, and from their general appearthen he started his horse forward at a canter. ance I would take it that they must have plenty
The horseman had detected the faint sounds made of money. I had scarcely looked upon one of the
by approaching horses, and it was evidently his American girls than it occurred to me that she
intention to hurry forward to meet them. Once would make a splendid bride for me. You all
through the ravine he rode, and when he had know how many chances I have had to take a
covered a distance of perhaps two hundred yards beautiful wife. But never once have I felt inhe had the satisfaction of seeing four horsemen clined that way until I set eyes on the fair senorriding swiftly toward him. They were all Mexi- ita, whose hair is of a beautiful golden colo1·, and
cans, and for the most were attired similarly to whose eyes are as blue as the azure skies. Don't
think it stmnge to hear your leader talk this way,
himself.
.
"They have come at last," he muttered, in Span- for there are times in the lives of all ·men whell
ish, as he smiled and shot a glance the way he they are captivated by a pair of eyes of the
had come. •tJ feared they might be too late. But opposite sex."
The four smiled at this, but the King of th&
it's all right now. We will be in time to intercept
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Brigands of the Border, as he had called himself,
did not seem to be offended in the least.
·
"How long before they will get here, Senor
Santo ·1" one of them asked, after a pause.
"Very soon, I think, though they could not
travel nearly as fast as I did, since their packhorses are pretty well loaded. I think we had
better ride on to the end of the ravine and wait
there for them. There are five of llS, and that
will be quite enough to attend to this affafr. I
suppose the rest of our band have had good luck,
since they were instiucted by me just what to do
when the party of returning miners came along-.
They must have settled accounts with them long
before this, so after we have fini shed the work
I have planned we will ride to the cave, taking
my intended bride with us, and meet them there."
The four nodded, just as though they had not
the least doubt that it would turn out exactly as
their leader planned. Senor Santo gave the word,
and they all rode through the ravine at an easy
pace. It was nearly thl'ee miles that they had to
go before they reached the end of it, and then they
came to a ha!~ among the rocks, where a mountain
stream tumbled from the cliffs above. and went on
its way, snake-like fashion, until it was swallowed
in the sands of the level stretch below.
The brigands dismounted, and permitting one of
them to take charge of his horse, Senor Santo sat
upon a rock and coolly rolled a cigarette. When
he had lighted this and puffed away for a minute
or two in silence, he nodded to one of his men and
said:
"Pedro, you had better ascend to the top of the
cliff and watch for them. They surely must come
soon now."
"Si, senor," retorted the man addressed, _speaking in Spanish, and meaning that he agreed with
him, and then he quickly left the spot and p_roceeded to climb the cliff. He had barely reached
the top, from which he could see quite a long
distance back into the ravine, than he waved his
hat in triumph and then came hurrying down to
those waiting below.
"They ai-e cominng, Senor Santo!" he exclaimed.
"Get ready for them."
The villains nodded and gripped their carbines
to show that they would not hesitate to obey the
instructions of their leader. Crouching behind the
rocks, their horses tied in a iittle hollow behind
them, the brigands waited for the approaching
party. It was not long before they could hear the
hoofbeats of the J10rses, and a few seconds later
Senor Santo removed his hat and peered from
behind a rock. He saw them, and -an exultant
smile lit up his handsome face.
Riding at the head of the little column were a
boy and girl, and as he looked at them Senor
Santo could not help thinking that they were a
very handsome couple, indeed. The boy was attired in a fancy hunting-suit of bucksin, and with
a wealth of light chestnut hair hanging over his
shoulders, and a broad sombrero tipped back
gracefully upon his head, he certainly made a
handsome not to say dashing appea1·ance. He
was mounted upon a clean-limbed sorrel staliion,
and the ease and grace with which he rode showed
that he was a master of the art of riding.
The girl at his side wore a eombination riding
and hunting suit of bucksin and some brightool-0red 11:·-aterial that blended superbly. Her

golden hair was just enough in contrast with that
of her companion's to add to the picture.
Behind these two eame the tall man Senor Santo
had spoken of to his men, while at his side was a
rather pretty young woman of perhaps twentyfive. Following them closely was another boy and
girl, all being attired in a fashion similar to the
couple in the lead. Bringing up the rear were
two typical Chinamen, who were leading a pair
of well-loaded pack-horses. Just as the boy and
girl in the lead were about to emerge from the
end of the defile the brigand leader sprang to his
feet and, leveling a revolver at the couple, called
out:
"Halt!"
At the same instant his companions sprang over
the rocks and pointed their carbines at the party.
"Hold up your hands!" called out the brigand
leader, in a commanding voice, speaking in good
English.
"What is the trouble, my friends?" the boy on
the sorrel .stallion asked, as coolly as though it was
nothing out of the ordinary that was happening.
"I reckon you must have made a mistake."
"Ha, ha, ha!" Senor Santo laughed. "Are you
a fool, boy? Don't you know that by pressing the
trigger of this pistol I can send you to instant
death'?"
"All right, senor. If you mean it, I suppose
we will have to obey."
As he said this the boy's left hand werit up, his
right following it. But the right only went up a
short distance, and suddenly a sharp report
sounded. Senor Santo uttered a startled cry and
dropped his revolver. The blood was streaming
from his wrist, too, and surprised as he was, he
knew the bullet had grazed him. His four companions were so startled that instead of opening
fire on the travelers they turned and ran for the
shelter of the rocks.
Crack! crack! Two of them failed to reach the
rocks in time and fell to the ground. The boy on
the sorrel stallion had shown how .quick he could
shoot, and how to find the mark, too.
"Get back there!" he called out, and then wheeling his horse around he rode back into the ravine,
followed by his girl companion.
Senor Santo had not moved a foot from the
spot. He stood there as though he had been
dazed, and not until the party he had held up had
disappeared from view did he come to his full
senses. He looked at his wrist and found it was
only a slight flesh wound, and then picking up the
revolver that had dropped from his hand, he ran
behind the rocks, where the two Mexicans who had
escaped were huddled in fear.
"Caramba!" cried Santo, when he found they
refrained from speaking. "Why don't you say
something? What does this mean, anyhow?"
"The American boy was too quick for you, Senor
Santo," the man called Pedro answered. "He shot
as quick as lightning."
"Did you see him shoot?"
"I saw him shoot your pistol from your hand."
"But did he drop our two companions?"
"Yes, Senor Santo."
"Well, why didn't you shoot him?"
Pedro hung his head. He was unable to give a
satisfactory answer, he knew, so he &,aid nothing.
The brigand leader flew into a terrible rage again.
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and it looked for a minute or two as though he
· ·as going to wreak his spite upon his two men
by killing them. But he soon quieted down, however, and then nodding to Pedro, said:
"Mount and ride to the cave and bring as many
men as there are there here. I will stay with
Gonzales and watch the mouth of the defile. They
can never come out and pass us alive, for we will
shoot them down from behind the rocks here. Go,
and come back as quickly as you can. I have
sworn to make the beautiful American girl my
bride, and when Senor Santo swears to a thing he
never goes back on it. Away with you, Pedro."
Pedro acted as though he did not half like the
idea of leaving, but no -doubt he knew what would
happen to him if he dared to disobey, so he crept
over to where the horses were, and selecting his
mount, led the animal along for a short distance,
and then swung himself into the saddle. As he
galloped away and <lisappeared behind a big pile
of rocks, a hundred yards distant, Senor Santo
gave a nod of satisfaction, and turning to Gonzales, his sole companion now, he exclaimed:
"If you fail to shoot the Americans when they
attempt to come through, I will shoot you! You
know me, Gonzales."
"I will do as you say, Senor Santo," came the
·reply-.
.
F1ye mmutes pas~ed, and the!1 a s~ne came
Tattling <lown the side of the cliff behmd them.
Instinctively, the eyes of the two villains ~urned
that way. ~ sharp c1·y came from the lips of
Gonzales, while. Senor Santo turned as wh1te as
a sheet. Standmg on a narrow ledge that was
not ~ore th_an twenty feet above them was t~e
dashmg-lookn;-g boy who had baffled the bandits
but a short time before!

CHAPTER !!.-Young Wild West Shows Up in
True Form.
The 1·eader has, of course, guessed who it was
who had succeeded in getting the best of Senor
Santo. It was no other than Young Wild West,
the well-known Boy Hero who was generally
known as the Champion Deadshot of the West;
and it doubtful if any one living could have sue•
ceeded in baffling the Mexicans as he had done.
His aL"ll in life was to do all the good he could.
As soon as they found themselves safely out of
sight of the three survivors of the attacking party,
the boy exclaimed:
"Well, that was quite a surprise, but I reckon
it wasn't all a one-sided one!"
"I reckon it wasn't, Wild," the tall man with
the long black hair and mustache answered, a
grim smile on his tanned and weather-beaten face.
This was Cheyenne Charlie, the famous scout and
Indian fighter, who took great pride in being
called one of Young Wild West's partners, though
he was fully ten years older than the boy.
The young woman who had been riding at his
side when the hold-up was :rriade was his wife, as
Senor Santo had guessed. Her name was Anna,
and as she had insisted on traveling about on
horseback with her husband, it was made possible
for Arietta and the other girl of the party to
accompany them, under her care. The latter was

s

Eloise Gardner. She was the sweetheart of the
other boy, who was Jim Dart, also a partner of
Young Wild West.
The two Chinamen, who must not be forgotten,
were brothers, named Hop Wah and Wing Wah.
~They acted as cook and handy man for the party.
As we find them down near the Mexican border,
our hero and his companions were on ant! of their
horseback trips in. search of excitement, adventure
and fortune.
Young Wild West had heard of the great strikes
that were being made in the Sierra Hacheta
Range, and he decided to come down that way and
make an investigation. It was not so much fol'
the purpose of striking a rich gold mine as it was
for the adventures that might be found there.
While our friends had heard of the band of brigands that operated along the trail near the Mexican border, they had not been even thinking of
them when the hol<l-up occurred. Thus it will be
seen how cool and courageous Young Wild West
really was. All hands were keeping their eyes
toward the outlet of the de.file, though none of
them had the least idea that the villains would
come through to attack them.
"It seems rather strange that they should hold
us up on our way to the gold diggin's," Jim Dart
observed, with a shrug of his shoulders. "According to the reports we've received, they usually
attack those who are going back well laden with
gold dust."
"Well, I suppose they saw us coming, and
thought they might as well see what they could
get from us,"' Young Wild West answered, in his •
cool and easy way. "They have found out, all
right, and the chances are they wish they hadn'1
interfered with us. But if we are going on
through, I reckon it will be a good idea for me to
climb up to the cliff and see what they are doing.
The rest of you remain right where you are and
keep a sharp watch."
The boy quickly dismounted and selecting a
place where it would be quite easy for him to climb
upward, he went at it without delay. As he neared
the top of the cliff he could see two of the Mexicans crouching behind the rocks. It happened
that P.edro had taken his departure.
Wild, as our hero was called by his friends foz
short, was a little surprised when he saw there
were but two of them. But when he happened to
look over the level stretch and saw one of them
riding swiftly away, he understood.
"Ah!" he exclaimed, under his breath.
"I
reckon Senor Santo has sent for help. They mean
to get us, if they can. Well, I will soon show
them how foolish they are for thinking of sucb
a thing."
He crawled along until he reached a ledge, and
then stepped lightly unti1 he was almost directly
over the two brigands. Seeing that they were riot
likely to look up very soon, he rolled a stone down
toward them.
"How are you, Senor Santo?" he asked, coolly,
while a smile played about his lips, as he noticed
how startled the leade1· of the villains was. "You
have sent for help, I see."
Senor Santo, who saw the deadly revolver in the
hand of the boy, and knew that a slight pressure
upon the trigger would send a bullet through his
heart, at first made no reply. But he wa.t a pretty

•
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cool sort of man, and slowly drawing himself_ to ruffling his feelings any further. Senor Santo has
his full height, he gazed at the boy with something found those who are more than his match to-day,
like defiance, and said:
so that is quite enough to make him feel down"Are you ready to surrender?"
hearted, I think.'!
"Hardly!" and Young Wild West laughed. "I
The boy now turned to the two silent forms
might ask you that question, though."
that lay where they had dropped when he fired so
"Carambal" exclaimed the villain, finding that quickly. He saw that they were both stunned,
his ruse would not work. "Who are you, boy?"
and after looking them ove.; he turned to the
• "Well, my name is Young Wild West. Are you brigand leader and said:
glad to meet me?"
"I suppose you will want to give these carcasses
Senor Santo gave a violent start. It was plain some care, so you had better tie them upon the
that he had heard the name before.
two extra horses you have here. Go ahead and
"You have got me dead to rights, as you Ameri- do it right away, for we are in a hurry to get
cans say," he observed, after a pause, at the same somewhere to camp for the night."
time shrugging his shoulders and looking about
Neither Wild nor his partners offered to help
him, helplessly. "What do you propose to do?"
them the least bit, but waited patiently until the
"Well if I did the right thing I would shoot you
were tied upon the horses the men had ridden.
dead and then drop your compa nion, but I' don't two
Wild nodded to the leader and said:
like to do a thing like that, so I am going to give Then
"Now, then, get on your horse.''
.
you a chance. I will come· down there and fight
Gonzales did not have to be told to do this, and
you."
he was in the saddle before the leader.
"Carambal"
"Ride on ahead!" came the command from the
The face of the villain was black with rage now, boy.
what I told you. When you get
showing that the bantering way of the boy irri- within"Remember
of your friends, you can shout for them
tated him greatly. Wild now looked for a way to to comecall
and tackle us, if you have a mind to.
get clown from the ledge, and finding that he could But the out
moment you do this you will die, Senor
do so by going a few yards furth er along, started Santo. That
is something that you must not
that way, but never once put down his gun. Reach- forget."
ing the ground below, he walked up to the t"'.o
There was no reply to this, and though he must
Mexicans and motioned them to mount their
have been greatly crestfallen and humiliated,
horses, at the same time saying:
Senor Santo rode along ahead of the party, lead"Go and mount your horses."
Gonzales quickly made a move to go toward the ing one of the horses that carried a brigand.
"Well, boys," said Young Wild West, nodding
horses.
to his partners, "I reckon we have got our hands
• "Hold on!" said our hero, sternly. "I reckon full just now. I suppose there will be some trouyou will both go together. I am not going to give ble in getting rid of these two fellows."
you a chance to take~ sly sho~ at m~, Mr. _Greaser.
"There wouldn't be much trouble about it if I
I am not in the habit of domg thmgs hke that. had my way, Wild," Cheyenne
Charlie answered,
I have met too many of your kind before, you and he touched his neck with his
forefinger, sigsee."
nificantly. "We've got plenty of rope, ain't we?"
Gonzales stopped instantly and awaited further
"Yes, that's right, but it won't do to lynch them.
orders.
That is not in our line of business, Charlie."
"Come on through, all of you!" Wild called out
"I know it ain't, but there's been lots of times
to his companions. "I have got the two rascals
when I think it oughter be in our line, jest ther
dead to rights."
"Whoopee! whoopee! Wow! wow! Yip, yip, san1e."
"Well, we won't do anything like that just now.
yip!" shouted Cheyenne Charlie, and then he came
While I was standing upon the ledge I made up
riding out of the defile at a canter.
Jim Dart was right behind him, and then the my mind to let Senor S9-nto go. I told him I felt
girls camii along, with the two Chinamen in the sure that he would look for revenge, and that
means that we will meet him again. I also told
rear.
"Where's ther other galoot, Wild?" the scout him that no matter what he did he would get the
as1rnd when he saw that there were but two there. worst of it. I feel satisfied that he will, too."
"If he don't he'll be ther first one, Wild," and
"Oh Senor Santo sent him for help, I suppose,"
was the cool reply. "Just relieve these two fellows the scout smiled grimly as he spoke.
Anna and Eloise did not seem to be exactly at
of their weapons. It will be safe, I think."
.
• "Right yer are, Wild," and the scout was off hi~ their ease, though Arietta did not seem to mind
the situation in the least. She laughingly told
horse in a. twinkling.
He quickly took the weapons from the two men, them that it was only another little adventure that
and as Gonzales growled something in his own had been added to the long list.
"If we came all the way down here without
language as it was <lone, he turned him around
and seizing his collar, quickly, administered a meeting the Brigands of the Border, as they are
called, we would not feel satisfied, girls," Young
sound kick to him.
"There, you dog of a greaser! How do yer like Wild West•s sweetheart declared, laughingly. "Of
course, we met the m alittl sooner than we ex- .
that?"
Gonzales hissed something that was unintelligi- pected to. But it's all the same."
ble, so Charlie gave him another kick that sent
"''Isn't there a reward offered for the capture of
him sprawling.
Senor Santo?" the scout's wife ventured to ask.
"Let him alone, Charlie," spoke up our hero.
"Yes, I suppose thei-e is, but we are not looking
"He hates us enough as it is, so there is no use in .I.or a reward, you know."
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"Well, I think it would be just' as well if Wild
were to turn them over to the authorities."
"Yes, but whe1·e are the authorities? That is
the question."
"Well, there must be Mexican soldiers located
along the border-line somewhere."
"No doubt, and if we should happen to come
across them just now, Wild would surely turn the
prisoners over to them. But I hardly think we
will meet any ..Rurales, or any one else very soon.
You must remember, that, accol'ding to what we
were told, we have nearly anotlier day to travel
before we will reach the gold diggings."
'·'You have got that just right, Et," Young Wild
West spoke up, smiling at his golden-haired sweetheart. "It is not likely that we will meet any
one we could turn the prisone1·s over to. We will
just take them along until we get ~lose to where
their headquarters are. I am satisfied that we
are going in the right direction, for the other
greaser went this way, and I can see the fresh
hoof-prints of his horse."
They rode along for about half an hour, and
then Senor Santo, who had bl)en silent up to that
time turned his head and fixing his gaze upon the
handsome face of Young Wild West, he said:
"Senor West, can't we come to an agreement?"
"Well, what have you to offer?" the boy answered.
"You let me go free now and I promise you not
to interfe1·e with you or your friends again."
"Do you mean that, Senor Santo?"
"I am a gentleman and a man of my.-~~ord."
"I doubt it very much, senor. But smce you
have made the proposition I will agree to it. Go
on. You are free to go where you please."
"You have no use for the weapons you gathered
from us " and the brigand leader nodded at the
two Chi~amen, who ha,d taken possession of the
carbines, revolvers and knives that had belonged
to the injured Mexicans, as well as the two they
had made prisoners.
·
"Well, no; we are pretty well fixed in that line.
But I reckon we had better keep them, just the
same."
"Just as you say, Senor West."
.
Wild thought a moment.. He wa:5 not. one bit
afraid of anything the brigand chief m.1ght do.
He really had no use f_or the weapons, so he decided to give them to him.
"I suppose you would be satisfied if I gave you
what belonged to you and your greaser companion?" the boy asked. .
.
.
"I will be satisfied with anything that suits
you,"' came the reply.
"Well, I don't know just how far we are from
your haunt, so I reckon you can . take yo1;1r
weapons. Ride back there and our Chinamen will
give· them to you."
Senor Santo took off his hat and made a polite
how just as though a great favor had been besto~ed upon him. He turned the hol"se he had
been leading over to Gonzales and rode back to the
two Chinamen, who at once allowed him to take
what he wanted.
•
"Thank you very much, Senor West," he said,
as he rode back, his carbine slung over his shoulder and his revolvers hanging from his belt. "Now
I feel better. This- has been quite an adventure
this afternoon. It is one such as I never took
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part in before, and I never will forget it as long
as I live. But you will find that I am a man of
honor. I have given you my word that I will
never interfere with you again."
"Nor my companions, either?" added Wild a
twinkle in his eyes..
'
"Nor your companions, either."
'-':All right, Senor Santo. I believe you are
telling a bare-faced lie, but we will let it go at
that. Now, then, light out."
The brigand leader again doffed his hat and
bowed. Then he turned sharply to the right and
entered a pass that ran through among the rocks
on the mountainside.
"Ah!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie su,ddenly
"that's ther way ther other galoot w~nt. I ki~
see ther tracks of his horse. No wonder he
stopped here, Wild."
"W:ell, that's all right, Charlie. We will keep
right on going, and we won't forget to keep a
watch behind us, too. Come on."
They all set out at a gallop now, and the spot
where the two brigands had disappeared was soon
left .,behin? them. It must have been that they
had been mformed wrorigly as to the distance to
the gold -diggings, for in less than half an hour
af:te:r leaving the brigands they came in sight of a
mmmg camp that nestled in a little valley a mile
below them.
'.'I ;,ecko? we've got here a day,ahead of time,
Wild, said Cheyenne Charlie, as he nodded
toward_ the group of shanties and tenbl. "That
galoot m Tombstone, who made out that he !mowed
all :3-bo'!-t ~his part of ther country, was a little
off m his Judgment as to ther time it took ter git
here."
, "He certainly was, Charlie," the young deadshot
replied. "But it is all the better, for we'll stop
at_ this mining camp for a while and do a little
brigand hunting. We will be quite handy to Senor
Santo's hang-out, and that will make it all the
better."

CHAPTER III.-At Greaser Creek.
Young Wild West and his partners did not forget to keep a watc1!- behind them as they rode
down the ci-ooked trail tha.t led to the mining camp
in the valley below. They were not so sure that
the brigands, as the lawless band of villains called
themselves, might not ride up and attack them at
any moment. But nothing of the sort happened
and in a few minutes they had reached the littl~
valley and were riding toward the group of
shanties and tents that were located along the
bank of a shallow stream, which was fed by the
melting snow on the mountain tops.
Everything seemed to be brand-new, even to the
tents, which were remarkably white for miners'
tents. But the shanties had been nailed together
in a hurry, and some of them looked grotesque
enough, since no such tools as a level or square
:had been used in their construction..._ But the camp
itself was about like the general run of them, and
Young Wild West and his friends had been to so
many that it was not at all new to them. Along
the bank of the creek for over a mile men could
be seen working, though it was near quitting-time
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for the day when the young deadshot and his companions arrived.
"Wild," said Arietta, as they rode along· the
bank of the creek toward a little bridge, so they
might cross and get into the camp proper, "some
one in Tombstone told you the name of this place
I believe."
"Yes, Et, is is Greaser Creek, unless we have
struck another one that was not known to our
informant."
"Oh, this must be the one, then. There was
only one mining camp down this way, -so we
heard."
"Well, we will soon find out. There's , the
shanty hotel, just the other side of the· bridge.
Like all of them we find, isn't it?"
"Yes, Wild, all such places look alike in small
camps like this. They build the shanties · one
story, and then put up a false front to make them
appear as though there was an upstairs part to
them. I can't understand why they do that."
"\Vell, it is just to make a show,• I suppose.
l3ut that shanty hotel is quite a big one. It must
be fifty feet in width and over a hundred in
depth. But I suppose the proprietor does Jots of
business, for gold-i::eekers have been coming this
way for the past month or two."
They rode across the bridge, which was a rather
rickety affair, though quite strong enough to carry
the horses, one at a time. If there had been no
br:dge there it would have been easy for them
to cross the creek, since, as far as they could see,
the water was not deeper in any part of it than
a foot or two.
Half a dozen loungers were sitting and standing
in front of the hotel, if such it could be called,
wh'le in the door stood a portly, smooth-faced
man, conspicuous in a blue flannel shirt, the
sleeves of which were rolled to his elbows. As
our friends rode up and came to a halt before the
hotel, according to their usual custom on entering
mining camps, the individual stepped from the
doorway, and taking his pipe from his mouth,
nodded pleasantly and called out:
"Hello, strangers I Jest come down from
Tombstone, I s'pose?"
"That's right," Wild answered, as he dismounted
and started toward him. "Is this place called
Greaser Creek?"
"Sure as you're born it is, young feller. What
do you think of it?"
"Oh, it looks all right. How is the dust panning out here?"
"Fine," and the man nodded as though he was
very glad of it, too. "Everything is workin'
lovely here. As many as a dozen has got rich an'
left for home. If we ain't interfered with by ther
Mexicans, we'll dig out many millions of dust
inside of a year, an~ don't yer forgit it."
"Why, is this land on Mexican territory?" Wild
asked.
"Well, no one seems ter know about that. Somebody did say there was a monument right along
here some place, that had been put up to show
where ther line was. But it wasn"t here when
I got here, so I don't know nothin' about it."
"I ~ee. Probably the monument was destroyed,
then."'
"L don't know nothin' about that. It ain't none
of m;v business, I s'pose."

"No, of course not. You're here to make money
in the hotel busines11, and it is natural that you
should want to be allowed to remain here."
"That's it. I've got a United Stated Government license, too, 'cause I think if it comes to a
show-down, my place will be found to be on
American soil. But even if it ain't I'll manage
ter git along all right. Ther boys around here
will all back me, so let ther greasers come an'
make trouble, if they want ter."
.
"Have they tried to make trouble for you yet?"
"Not ther Mexican authorities, but there's a
gang of greasers what hangs along ther border
what's makin' lots of trouble for them what leaves
here now an' then. They call themselves ther
Brigands of ther Border. I s'pose they think
brigand sounds a little better than bandits or
·common thieves. They've got a mighty smart
galoot leadin' 'em, too. He calls himself Senor
Santo, an' he's got a way of disguisin' himself
so he kin go anywhere he wants ter, an' no one
knows who he is. It's been told to me that he's
been here lots of time, right in my place, too; but
no one knowed who he was at ther time."
"Well, we happen to know something about
Senor Santo, boss. We met him a little over an
hour ago."
'
"What! You met ther brigands, yer say?"·
"Well, there were only four of them when we
met them. Two of them died rather suddenly,
too."
"Git out! Tell us all about it, young feller.
But who are yer, anyhow? I sorter think I know
yer."
"Well, maybe you can guess, then."
"You're Young Wild West, I'll bet."
"You have got that right, boss."
"I knowed it," and the landlord of the hotel
nodded to the loungers in a triumphant sort of
way.
The loungers sta1·ed hard at the boy, and then
looked the rest of the party over with interest.
One of them acted as though he did not take a
great deal of stock in any of them, and he whispered something to the others. Wild did not fail
to noticce this, and he realized right away that
the fellow was in the humor to make trouble.
"If yer want ter stop at my hotel I'll try an'
make room for yer, though I'm putty well filled
up an'' don't ~now what I kin do with ther women
folks," the proprietor went on, shaking his head
and looking as though he was somewhat puzzled.
"Well, I reckon .we won't stop with you/' Wild
answered. "We are so used to camping out that
we won't mind it now. We'll put up our tents
along the bank of the creek somewhere, so we
won't interfere with any one, and stop here for
a few days, perhaps. You see, we have made up
our minds to clean up this gang of brigands.
As I just said, two of them went under this
afternoon."
"Was Senor Santo with them?"
"Yes, he "was with them, and we took him a
prisoner, but let him go when we got near his
hiding-place."
"Let him go 1"
The hotelkeeper was astounded.
"What did yer do that for, Young Wild West?"
"Well, you see, we had an idea that Greaser
Creek was a great deal further away than it was.
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If we had known it was so close 'by we would
have certainly brought Senor Santo and the other
greaser right here."
"Young feller, 1 don't believe you met Seno1·
Santo any more than I did."
It was the man who had been whispering to his
companions who said this, and he took a step
toward our hero and looked at him boldly. Wild
sized him up quickly, and make up his mind that
the fellow was a genuine ruffian, such as are so
common at mining camps. He was a pretty big
man, and looked as though he would prove to be
a formidable opponent in a -fight. But that was
not bothering Young Wild West a bit. It never
made any ditferencec to him how big a man was
or how long he might be. If he was insulted
he would resent it as quickly a s he would if the
insulter had been but a wizened-faced little chap
with scarcely any legs to stand upon.
"So you don't believe we met Senor Santo, eh?"
the boy asked, in his cool and easy way.
"No, I don't."
"Did you ever meet him'!"
"I have seen him a few times."
"Are you an American?"
"I sartinly am. 1 was born in El Paso."
"But you have got greaser blood in you, have
you not?"
, "That's none of your business, young feller.
Don't git too sassy or I'll smack yer over. I ain't
in ther habit of bein' sassed by men, let alone
boys."
"Is that so?"
The young deadshot smiled as he spoke, and
then again looking the big fellow over, he added:
"What is your name?"
"I don't know as that's any of your business,
but I'll tell yer if yer want ter know. They call
me Big Dan."
"Your name must be Daniel, then, and because
you are big they call you Big Dan. I understand.
Well, Big Dan.,_ I say that we met Senor Santo
and that we fook him a prisoner, but let him go,
because we did not have any idea that we were
so close to a mining camp."
"An' I say yer lie, if yer say that!"
"My friend, I don't like to be called a liar, so
you had better take that back."
"I never took nothin' back I ever said yet."
"Well, you are going· to take it back, just the
same this time. There is always a beginning,
you know. ~ow, then, i~ you don't apolog;ize for
calling me a har, I am going to thrash you. '
"You thrash me! Ha, ha, ha!" and the bad
man roared with laughter.
True to his principles, Wild started right in to
make him apologize. His left fist shot out suddenly and caught the unsuspecting rascal between
the eyes. Big Dan's laugh turned to a cry of
dismay, and he staggered back, almost falling to
the ground. The rest of the loungers got out of
the way in a hurry, and looked astonished.
{;heyenne Charlie and Jim Dart quickly dismounted now and took positions where they could watch
the villain's friends, and see that they did not
interfere.
"Are you going to apologize?" Wild asked, as
he stepped after the staggering ruffian.
Big Dan uttered an oath and, gathering his
muscles, made a leap, swinging both fists as he
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did so. But be might as well have tried to catch
a butterfly as to hit the agile boy before him.
Wild danced out of his way and then swung
his right hard, catching him behind the ear. Down
went the big man in a heap, for the blow had
temporarily stunned him. The proprietor of the
hotei had been startled at first, but he now gave
an approving nod and said:
"It's about ti.;ne Big Dan met his match, Young
Wild West. Give it to him good. It will make
a better man of him, 'cause he's been bullyin'
everybody here for a long time, an' he don't seem
ter wan t ter do any work. All he does is to hang
around my place all day an' wait for some one ter
treat him, or to git in a game of cards, so he km
skin ther miners out of what they've made durin'
ther day. I ain't afraid of him, an' he knows it,
so that 's why I'm tellin' you a little of his history."
Whether the bad man heard this or not it is
hard to tell. Anyhow, he did not appear to, for he
lay upon the ground, twisting about and acting
a s though he wa s t r ying to get up and was unable
to do so. Wild stood over him, and finally he
·
arose to a sitting posture.
"Who hit me from behind?" he roared looking
'
about him savagely.
"I did," the young deadshot replied.
"Yer lie! yer didn't. Some one eliie done it.
I was after you, an' one of your p:nds lifted me
behind ther ear with a club or somethin'."
"Here's what lifted you," the boy said, as he
showed his clenched fist. "Just get up and I'll
show you just exactly how I did it."
The villain had recovered himself sufficiently to
know what was going on now, and he made a grab
for his gun.
"Hold on, there!" spoke up Cheyenne Charlie
"You pull that gun an' it will be ther last thing'
you'll do afore iou drop dead. You started in ter
fight Young Wild West with your· fists. Now go
'
ahead and do it."
"Never mind, Charlie. · I reckon I can take care
of Big Dan," Wild interrupted. "You just keep
quiet. So long as no one else interferes there
will be nothing for you to do."
"All right, Wild," came the reply. "Jest as -you
say."
Bi_g Dan thought better of pulling his gun, but
he did not offer to get upon his feet. Wild waited
t~ll what he thought was a reasonable length of
time, and then he leaped forward quickly and
caught him by the collar of his shirt. He gave a
quick kick and lifted him at the same time, and
the result was that the villain got upon his feet
with amazing quickness.
"No.y, then," said the young deadshot, as he
gave 1nm a push and let go his collar, "are you
ready to apologize for calling me a liar?"
There was something about the way the boy
looked at him that must have told Big Dan that
he stood no show with him. He shrugged his
shoulders and shook his head, and then he answered, slowly.
"Well, I might have made a mistake. Maybe
yer did meet. Senor Santo."
"Well, I did meet him, and I shot two of his
gang, too, as you will learn later on. But that
is not the thing. I said I was going to make you
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apologize for calling me a liar. Now, then, are
you_going to do it?"
"Yes, l'm mighty sorry I said that."
"All right, that satisfies me. Now, then, whenever you feel like getting square with me, just
say the word. You will find me always ready
to fight in any way at all._ It makes no difference
whether it is a stand-up fight with fists or whether
guns and knives are used. You wili always find
me ready, Big Dan."
"All right, I'll remember that, Young Wild
West," and so saying, the defeated ruffian walked
away from the place.
A couple of the loungers followed him, no doubt
to extend their sympathy. But the rest remained
where they were, and looked at the bad man's
conqueror in silent admiration.
"Well, this does be_a t all I'' declared the hotelkeeper. "Shake hands, Young Wild West. My
name is Bill Riley, an' I've been through ther mill.
But I've never seen a man handled that way afore.
You sartinly did take ther starch out of Big Dan,
an' no mistake. I reckon he'll never forgit you
as long as he lives."
"Probably not. But I have an idea he will be
looking for revenge before long. If he does, he
will get more than he wants, I can tell you." ,
Wild then told the story of how they had met
the four brigands on tlie mountain trail, after
wli.ich he asked Bill Riley if he thought there
would be any obje"tions if they went into camp a
hundred yards down the creek.
"None at all," was the reply. "There ain't no
one as has staked claims out in that direction.
They all went further up, where there's more dust
to be found. You go ahead an' stop anywhere
you please. You have got a friend in me, Young
Wild West, so you needn't be afraid that Big Dan
will git a gang together an' wipe you out."
"Oh, we are not the least afraid of anything
like that happening," and the boy laughed lightly.
~fter a few more words had been exchanged
our friends started down the creek, and finding a
place that would just suit them, they came to a
halt, and the two Chinamen began unloading the
pack-horses.
CHAPTER IV.-TI.eady For a Game of Draw
Poker.
l3y the time the camp was put in shape the sun
was setting. The miners could be seen returning
from their work, but Young Wild West and his
friends remained right where they were. What
they wanted now was their supper, for they all
har! good appetites, as might be supposed.
Wing Wah, the cook, had started a fire as soon
as the tents wcl'e erected, while Hop Wah had
seen to it that the horses were taken care of and
placed where they could nibble at the short grass
and drink from the brook when they felt disposed.
The scout's wife assisted the cook in preparing
the evening meal, as it was g ting rather late,
and it was necessary to hurry matters a little.
The result was that it was not long before they
were all sitting down to a supper of broiled partridges, venison and baked potatoes, with hot
muffins and coffee to help along.
Young Wild West and his friends always lived

pretty well, for they saw to it that they carried
a good supply of provisions, and as game was
generally plentiful where they traveled, they got
their share of it, though they never shot any more
than they needed. It was dark by the time supper
was finislfod, and the light from the campfire lit
up the surroundings sufficiently to enable them to
see the approach of any one.
"Well, boys," said the young deadshot, nodding
to his two partners, "I feel just in the humor to
smoke a cigar. Suppose we take a walk over to
the hotel and buy some?"
"I was jest goin' ter light my pipe, but I reckon
a cigar will go all right now," Cheyenne Charlie
answered.
.
"Weil, I don't smoke a great deal, but I think
l"d enjoy one just now," Jim Dart spoke up. "I
reckon the girls will be all right here for a while."
"Oh, yes," Arietta spoke up. "We are so close
to the shanties that I hardly think we need fear
any danger. It isn't likely that Big Dan will
come here to bother us. If he does I think we'll
be able to take care of him."
Our hero smiled, for he knew quite well that
Arietta was quite capable of taking care of any
ruffian who might try to make trouble. She could
shoot as well as the average cowboy, and she was
not lacking in courage.
Our hero a:qd his partners had no sooner taken
their departure from the camp than Hop Wah
sneaked quietly off through the darkness. Hop
was often called Young Wild West's Clever
Chinee, and this was because he was an exception
to the general run of his racce. He was, in fact,
a very clever magician, and fond of practical joking. But he had failings, of course, and one of
them was that he was a little too fond of whiskey,
which he called tanglefoot. Another was that he
was a gambler, and he was never better satisfied
than when he was sitting in a game of poker,
plying against card sha1·ps, who won their money
through cheating. ,
Hop always had as much as a thousand dollars
on his person at one time, and often three times
that amount. It was his intention to go to the
hotel, too, for he knew all about the ways of the
inhabitants of the mining camps, and if a game
of draw poker could not be formed there he would
be surprised, indeed. He did not follow the three,
but went on around to the rear of the hotel building, and as he entered and made his \>ay to the
barroom he was just in time to see Wild and his
partners come in by the front door. There was
perhaps a score of rougn-looking men gathereo
there, for they had eaten their supper and had
come to the barroom to spend the evening, as they
were in the habit of doing. But there was really
no other place for them to go, so it was not
strange. They worked hard during the day, and
must have some sort of recreation in the evening.
"There's that heathen galoot, Wild," Cheyenne
Charlie said, as he caught sight of Hop as he made
his way to the little bar that was situated in one
corner of the big room.
"Well, I am not surprised to see him here,
Charlie," was the reply. "You know what Hop
is, so what is the use of trying to prevent him
from having his tanglefoot?"
"The1·e ain't no use, Wild. But jest see "how he
done it. He waited till we started, an' then he
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sneaked around in a hurry an' come in by ther
back way. Why didn't he come right along with
us an' have done with it?"
"Well, if he had done that you wouldn't have
had anything to talk about. He knows that,
Charlie."
"Yes, I know he does, iher heathen galoot. He
thinks himself mighty smart. He's all ther time
tryin' ter do somethin' ter make me mad."
"Well, that's all right. You know very well
that you think a whole lot of him."
"You kin bet your life I do. But why wouldn't
I? Ain't he more than once saved my life? That's
what gives him his hold with all of us. He kin 1lo
putty near as he pleases, an' we don't feel as
though we oughter sayanything ag'in him."
"You havee lillee dlink, Misler Charlie?" the
- Chinaman called out just then, as if he knew he
was the i:;ubject of the conversation.
✓
"No, you yaller galoot. ,I don't want ter drink
with yer ," was the retort.
"Allee light, Misler Charlie. Me no care. Me
velly smartee Chinee."
By this time nearly every man in the room was
looking at the newcomers. But when they heard
the Chinaman talking so glibly in his pidginEnglish, more than one smile could be seen on
the faces of the miners. It happened that Hop
and Wing were the first Chinamen to strike
Greaser Creek, though the race was common
enough to every man there.
"That Chinee of yours is a mighty good talker,
Young Wild West," Billy Riley called out, as he
finished waitinig on some customers. "He don't
seem ter be much like ther ordinary heathens
I've seen. "
"Well, he isn't either, Mr. Riley," Wild answered. "Since you have spoken about it, I may
as well tell you right now that Hop Wah is a
very clever card sharp. Those who hear me will
understand by what I say that it isn't safe to
play poker with him, because he can cheat without being detected, and that means that he is
generally a sure winner every times he plays."
"Whattee mattee, Misler Wild?" Hop asked, in
an injured tone of voice as he stepped over closer
to our hero.
"Well, never mind, Hop. It seems to me that
there are a lot of honest, good-natured men here,
and I wanted to warn them not to play poker
with you, that's all. If I hear tell of you fleecing any one, unless it is some one who is trying
to cheat you, I will make you give back the
money you win. Just bear that in mind."
"Allee liight, Misle1· Wild. Me no cheatee. Me
velly goodee Chinee."
So saying, the clever Chlnee swallowed the
contents of the glass he was holding in his
hand at the time, and then smiled blandly at
the crowd. Wild had taken notice the moment
he entered that Big Dan was conspicuous by his
absence.
"Let's have some cigars, Mr. Riley," he said
to the proprietor. "The best you have in the
house is none too good for us."
"Well, I've got ther best I kin git for good
moneyi Young Wild West. I hope they'll suit
yer.
've got mighty good whisky, too."
"Well, I never use anything like that, so it
Jnakes no diffe1·ence to me whether it is good or

:bad.''
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"Yer don't drink nothin' strong, then?"
"No, and neither does Jim. · Charlie takes a
drop once in a while, for his stomach's sake,
so he says, though I reckon he would be just
as well off without it."
"Well, since you speak about it, I reckon I'll
take a little drop now, Wild," and the scout
grinned broadly, as though he thought it a good
joke.
·
They all had what they wanted, and Wild paid
the bill, not forgetting to ask the proprietor
to take something himself. Hop came in for
the round, too, for he had a way of never Ll('etting
left, when the least chance afforded to drop in.
What Wild had said about the Chinaman playing poker had created no little interest among
the miners present. As was usually the case,
nearly all of them had a fondness for gambling.
In spite of the warning they had received, three
of them got together at one side of the room,
and after no little whispering, they went to a
table and sat down, at the same time calling
out to the landlord to fetch them a new pack of
cards.
"We're goin' to hav~ a little game for an hour
or two, an' any one is welcome ter join in, even
if it's ther smart Chinee," one of them said, by
way of a challenge. Wild said nothing to this,
for he knew it would be useless to do so. Hop
looked at them, questioningly, but the boy turned
his head, so taking it for 1granted that he would
be permitted to take a hand in the game, the
clever Chinee walked slowly to the table, and,
pulling up a chair, sat down.
"Me likee play um fivee-handee gamee, so be,"
he said.
At this juncture a man crawled tlirough a
window near at hand and stepped rather timidly
toward the table. It was Big Dan.
"If nobody ain't got any objections, I'd like te::
take a hand in this game," he said, looking at
Young Wild West and his partners as though
he expected they might have something to say
against him.
·
"Hello, Big Dan l" our hero called out, as he
stepped toward him. "What's that you just
said?"
"It's all right, Youn_tl; Wild West. You licked
me fair an' square, an' I ain't got nothin' ag'in
:yer. I jest said that if no one objected I would
like ter play in this here game of poker."
"Well, if you can't play poker any better than
you can fight you had better not take a hand
in it."
"That's all right. I never learned how to fight
with my fists, but I reckon I've learned how ter
play poker."
"All rtght, then. Go ahead. I won't interfere
with you unless you take a notion to shoot the
Chinaman or do something rash."
"I ain't goin' ter take a notion ter shoot nobody. I ain't that sort of a man, I ain't."
Some of the bystanders laughed at this, which
told plain what they thought of the bad man
who had been bullying every one about previous
to this time. But Big Dan swallowed his wrath,
if he had any just then, and took it goodnaturedly. He seemed ve1·y anxious to play
cards, so he pulled up his chair and made the
:fifth one at the table. Our hero and his paI-~ ,
ners had watched Hop so many times when :;.e
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sat in a poker 1game that it was hardlv o-f any
interest to them now. But ~ince they knew he
could deceive about any one he met in that kind
of a game, they watched to see what would happen now. Of course, it would be the same old
thing. Hop would get all the money if the
game went far enough. Bill Riley produced a
new pack of cards and brought forth a big l)ile
of chips that were red, white and blue in color.
"I'm ther banker," he said, "an' every time a
pot is won a blue chip igoes into ther kitty. I
ain't furnishin' cards an' tables an' chairs fo1·
my health, yer know ....,, Ther blue chips is a dollar apiece. Ther red ones is five dollars, an' ther
white ones is twenty-five cents. That's ther
only way we play here, an' ther rules of ther
house has got to be abided by."
"Allee light, Misler Liley," Hop answered,
'blandly, for he remembered the man's name quite
well, since he had heard him tell it to Wild. "Me
takee fivee hundled dollee worth of um chips, so
be."
"Whew!" exclaimed one of the miners. half
rising and looking at the Chinaman in amazement. "\Vhat do yer think this game is goin' ter
be? We jest set down h,ere ter pass ther time
away. \Ve don't expect ter git 'way up in ther
hundreds. Ther way we generally play is that
each man buys about fifty dollars' worth of chips,
and then make a freeze-out of it. As soon as
a man loses his chips he drops out of ther 1game,
an' so on until there's only two left. Of course,
one is apt ter git all ther money by playin' that
way, but it makes thet game last a lclng time,
an' gives them what drops out a chance ter start
another game at another table."
"Allee light. Me buy um hundled dollee worth
of um chips, !en."
"Well, I'll go a hundred, but it's goin' ter be
a igame of freeze-out, .,llnderstand."
"Allee light. Anythling suitee me. Me allee
samee likee um Melican sportee. Hip hi I hoolay !
Me um bully boy with um glassee eye."
The rest were satisfied to purchase a hund1·ed
dollars' worth of chips, so they all did so. Bill
Riley was satisfied, too, for he knew he would
make ten or fifteen per cent. in the game, if not
a great deal more. The cards were shuffled,
and just as the cut for deal was half made a
rather roughly attired man, conspicuous in a
elouch hat and black beard, entered the place.
'He looked sharply around the room and then
approached the card-table.
"Can't we , make a-dis a six-handed game,
senors?" he asked.
Young Wild West ,g ave a start. He had heard
that voice before, so he stepped up a little closer
and looked the stranger squarely in the face.
"You want to play, too, senor?" came the
query.
"No," was the reply. "I don't care about it
just now. But I reckon they will take you in the
game."
"He's welcome, of course," Big Dan spoke up,
looking at our hero as though he felt uneasy
11.hout something.
Hop was, of course, agreeable, so the rest
nodded assent, and the stranger promptly sat
down.
"Boys," said our hero, as he stepped back to
his partners, "if I am not· mistaken, that fel-

lo':"' is ~enor Santo. Now you just wait. Somethrng will happen before he leaves here and you
can bet on it."
•
·
CHAPTER V.-Senor Santo Shows His Boldness.
~enor Santo and his man Gonzales felt much
relieved when they were permitted to go on their
~ay. The brigand leader would no doubt have
hked very much to have shot the dashing young
fellow who had baffled him when he got to a
safe place behind the rocks. But he was altogether too thoughtful to do a thinig like that,
for he knew it would surely mean his own death
before he could make his escape. So he contented himself with riding along straight for his
rendezvous, which, as our friends had supposed
was but a short distance from the trail. It wa~
quite a secure headquarters the brigands had
formed, since it was located in a cave that would
be difficult to discover by any one, no -matter
how persistent they might be in searching for it.
The entrance to the cave was from a narrow
p_ass, where the rocks ran up perpendicular on
either side The mouth of this was not more
than six feet in width, and but one horseman
could ride throu1gh at a time. Here it was that
a flat piece of rock had been arranged so it could
~e dropped down from the inside by simply movmg a long, stout stick which acted as a lever in
placing the stone door in position again. Sometimes ~his was left open all day Jong, and the
two brigands found it so when they reached it
now.
Senor Santo rode through first, and as soon as
Gonzales had followed he dismounted and ran
to the lever to raise the rock so that the mouth
of the narrow pass could be effectually hidden.
The_re was no way to track them there, since for
a distance of two or three hundred yards there
was nothin,g but rock to ride or walk upon.
"That is right, Gonzales," said lhe leader
speaking in his own language as he nodded hi.~
approval to what his man did. "We must not
give them a chance to trace us here. Not that I
thin~ we have been followed, but just as a precaution, that is all."
Gonzales nodded, and after leaving- the horses
with the bodies of the two men who had been
shot, inside, he hastened to close the entrance of
th~ cave. Then he took his own horse by the
bridle and walked a!on,g through the pass until
the ~outh ,of the cave was amply high enough to
permit Senor Santo to ride on inside. Once
there, he dismounted, and then two or three rascally looking greasers came from an inner cave
and greeted him with cries of weli!ome, while
they bowed as though he were a member of a
royal family.
"vVell, my brave men, did you succeed?" the
villain asked.
·
. "Yes/' came the reply. "We have gathered
in some bags of igold-dust to the value of several
thousands of dollars."
"Good! I am glad you had such luck. Was
there any fig·hting done?"
".No, Senor Santo. We took them by surprise."
"I am glad to hear that. You had much bet-
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ter luck than we had. We are two less in number
now."
This declaration surprisr;d those who had come
out to meet the leader, and there was a rush
from the inner cave, and mo1·e came, making
the number all told about :fifteen. Turning his
horse ovel' to the Mexican who had been lucky
enough to escape with him, he walked back into
the living quarters of the band. No questions
were asked, but all save Gonzales, who was attending to the two horses, stood around him,
expectantly.
"Boys," said the Jeade1·, as he calmly proceeded
to roll a cigarette, "when Gonzales comes in he
will tell you all about it. I would rather he would
do it, for it would pain me to relate the humiliation and defeat I met with but a short time ago."
Then a rush was made outside, and while the
brigands plied Gonzales with questions, Senor
Santo calmly puffed away at his cigarette. In a
few minutes they all returned to the cave, followed by Gonzales. It was not until then that
the leader looked the men over carefully.
"Where is Pedro?" he asked, suddenly. "Did
he not come to tell you that you were needed?"
"He has not been here since he left this afternoon with Gonzales and the others," one of them
rcpl_ied.
"That is strange," and the brigand leader
shrug,ged his shoulde1·s and looked slightly uneasy. "Something must have happened to him.
I was in hopes that we would meet you all coming along the trail. If we had there would have
been a fight, for those who captured us are
skilled in the art. T}ley are very crafty, too,
or they never would have got the best of us the
way they did."
"Gonzales has told us all. It was the doings
of a young American, so he says."
"Yes, he was responsible for it all. He has
told you that this boy is called Young Wild
,vest?"
"Yes, and it is not the first time we have
.heard of him, as you know, Senor Santo."
"Oh, no. The fame of the American boy has
spread all over this part of the country. He
is counted as being the champion deadshot of hi11
country. He certainly can shoot, as my wounded
wrist will tell."
He held up his bandaged wrist, for he had
bound it with his handkerchief long before this,
and then he scowled.
"The wound is nothing," he went on, shaking his head. "But it hurt me to think that I
could have a revolver shot from my hand in that
way. And just at the very time when I thought
I was going to have everything as I wanted it.
But Gonzales told you that I. gave my promise
not to interfere with Young Wild West or his
friends aiain, did he not?"
"Yes, ;:;enor Santo."
"Well, you lmow how much that promise
amounts to, of course."
The villain laughed lightly.
"We understand, senor."
"It amounts to nothinig more than the blowing
of the wind," the leader resumed. "Sometimes
it is necessary to make promises you don't intend to keep. It surely was necessary when I
did it a little while ago. I suppose Young Wild
:West has gone on to Greaser Creek, as the
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American dogs have named the mining camp. If
he has I expect to see him there to-night, for I
intend to go to the camp."
"Will it not be a great risk, Senor Santo?" one
of his men asked, gravely. "You say this American boy is far more clever than the most of his
race. Would he not be apt to recognize you,
even though you may disguise yourself well?"
"I will take the chances on that. Leave it to
me."
The man who seemed to have his doubts about
it said no more.
"I would like to have something to eat presently. Give me the best• our larder affords. A
little wine right now, too."
Two of the men flew to do his bidding, which
told plainly how well he had them disciplined.
The wine was brou,g ht, and while Senor Santo
was tasting it a noise in the outer cave told
them that some one had arrived. The man who
usually attended to the entrance when it was
closed, ran out and, quickly retm·ning again, reported that Pedro had arrived, and that his
horse was so lame that he had been compelled
to lead it a long way.
"Ah! that explains it," Senor Santo said. "Now
I know why he failed to get here and tell you
how much you were needed."
Pedro soon came in, and he loolced much surprised at seeing his leader there.
"You didn't wait, Senor Santo?" he said, bowing to the brigand chief.
"No, Pedro. I was not allowed to wait."
"Not allowed?"
"No. Much as I hate to say it, I was captured,
and humiliated greatly. But ask Gonzales. He
will tell you all about it."
Gonzales was there ready to give the information, and when he had learned how it was that
the two had arrived at the headquarters ahead
of him, Pedro shook his head and explained:
"This is the :first time you were ever defeated,
Senor Santo I It pains me sorely to hear this.
We have lost two men, too, which is bad for us."
"Well, we are not going to cry over it, Pedro.
Don't fear but that we will have our revenge.
But what delayed you?"
"Oh, I have not told you yet. When I was
less than half a mile from where I left you, my
horse stumbled and fell. It took me a long
time to get him on his feet again, and at first I
thought his right leg was broken. When I did
get him up I found he was so lame that I could
not ride him, so I have been forced to walk all
the way, and lead him along at a very slow pace.
I was off the trail at the time, for I started to
make a short cut here. It seems that you got
here ahead of me."
"Yes, that is indeed true. Well, you did the
best you could, so I am not holding you to blame.
If you had remained, I suppose you would have
been made a prisoner, too, and we would all be
here now just the same, for Young Wild West
did not seem to care about keeping us prisoners.
This was, no doubt due to the fact that he was
not aware that he was so close to the mining
camp. But even if he had taken us there I would
have found a way to escape."
"It is much better the way it has turned out,
thought" Pedro declared, shaking his head.
"Prooably it is."
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The first portion of the supper that was beingprepared for him was now brou,g-ht to the table
that was near where the brigand chief was sitting. He threw away his cigarette and was soon
busily occupied in devouring the meal. Senor
Santo had a good cook, and the larder afforded
the best to be had in the line of eatables. It
took him fully an hour to dispose of the different courses that were brought to him, and
when he had finished he swallowed a cup of
wine and declared that he now felt fit to meet
Young Wild west or any one else living, either
in battle or at a game where wits• played a part.
"Will any one accompany you, Sen.or Santo?"
Gonzales asked.
"You and Pedro can go, if you like," was the
reply. "But you must remain in hiding and
not show yourself to any of the Americans
there. I am going to the hotel and act as a
total stranger. I will take the poorest horse we
have here and make it appear that I am a
prospector who has roughed it. I can do that
easily, for the disguises I have are many."
He retired to the corner of the cave, across
which was spread a curtain of skins, and after
lighting an old lamp he went ahead with his
preparations for disguising himself. First of
all he donned a well-woi-n suit of clothes that did
not fit him over well. · Then he brought forth
a false beard that was almost jet black. The
hail' was sewed tightly, to a smooth skin that
just fit his face ,picely. But not satisfied with
tying it on at the top of his head before placing
the wig that matched the beard, Senor Santo
opened a bottle of ,glue or some other adhesive
substance and plastered it over the skin. This
done, he fitted the beard and it dried almost instantly.
"This is the first time I have ever taken such
a precaution," he muttered, "but in case any one
suspects that the beard is false, they will be unable to tear it from my face. It will be easy for
me to remove it by applying some warm water
to it when. I get back. Young Wild West is not
going to penetrate my disguise, I am certain."
When he finally threw a side the curtain and
stepped forth, a murmur of admiration went up
from his waiting men. They all declared that
they would never know who he was, if they had
met him by chance anywhere. The cave was
lighted by lanterns now, for it had ,g rown so
dark that it was no longer possible for them to
see well. During· the day the light was admitted
through a rather wide opening at the rear of
the cave,. which was very close to the high wall
of a cliff. Light still came in, but it was ,growing darker all the time, and hence the lanterns had been brought into use. The senor
surveyed himself several times in a big mirror,
and then satisfied that hjs disguise was perfect,
he told the two who were to accompany him to
get the horses ready, and to be sure and select
the poorest one they had for his own use.
"See to it that part of a prospector's outfit is
fastened to the saddle," he advised.
It took quite some little time to get this done
to this satisfaction, and by that time it · was
totally dark, and the stars were shininig brightly
overhead when the three sallied forth from the
cave. There was more than one way of getting
to the regular trail, and taking the shortest

one, the disguised brig-and chief rode on, followed
by his two men. The distance to the mining
camp 11ot being great, they were not long in
descending into the vlilley and reaching its outskirts.
"Now, then, my brave men," said Senor Santo,
nodding to his companions, "you will get as close
as you think it advisable to the hotel. I want
you to do this because there may be a chance of
my getting into trouble, and in that case I would
surely want your assistance. But I hardly believe anything of the kind will happen, for my
disguise is too good for that."
"They will never know you, senor," declared
Pedro.
"Certainly not," Gonzales added.
"I believe you are both right in that. Well, I
will ride on up to the hotel.
The horse he rode limped slightly and acted
very much as though it was tired out. There
was no one outside the shanty hotel at the time
since there was too much going on inside to at~
tract their attention. The villainous brigand
dismounted and paused before a window. When
he saw that a game of cards was about to begin
and that one of the players was a Chinaman,
he decided to .get into the game, for he was a
lover of gambling. Of course, he guessed that
the Chinaman belonged to Young Wild West's
party, and this made him all the more eager to
join the players. Then, as has already been
described, he walked in and asked if he could
become a party to the game of draw poker.
Senor Santo was prepared to be scrutinized, but
when he saw Young Wild West step forward
and ·eye him shal'ply he felt rather. uneasy. However, he · acted his part well, and when he sat
down at the table he was satisfied that the boy,
even thou,gh he might have his suspicions, had not
recognized him.
"Some chips, landlord," the brigand called out
"Me verra hungry, but me rather take a chanc~
in a game of poker than eat."
Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart had been
watching the stranger closely since Wild told
them of his suspicions. The chances are that
they would never have thought it was Senor
Santo in disguise, if the young deadshot had not
spoken of it. Then the more they watched him
the more they became convinced that Wild was
right. Though the man spoke in a slightly broken
way, and his beard looked to be quite 1·eal, the
scout and Dart felt that Wild never made a mista.ke, and they decided that it must be the leader
of the brigands who had been bold enough to come
to the hotel and join in the game of poker. The
game started off with B~g Dan winning the first
pot, which amounted to about ten dollars. The
game 'went along and Hop was gradnally getting
all the money without Big Dan or Senor Santo
realizing what they were up against.
They
thought it was plain luck.
Wild saw that the last comer was using all the
cheating tactics he possibly could to win, but of
course he said nothing about it at the time.
It was only after three large pots had been
taken in by Hop and another was on the table
that any trouble occurred. Nearly all Hop's
opponents' money was up and they called him.
Hop produced the four aces for the fourth successive time. Then Santo jumped up and accused
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Hop of cheating. Immediately a row started, plenty of room, and then the two faced each
and Hop drew his big gun. What happened other, ready for the fray.
just suited Wild, and before anythinig fur~her
could be said or done, he stepped over and seized
the stranger by the beard. He gave a sharp
CHAPTER VII.-A Duel With Knives
pull upon it, but it would not come off, and
then it struck him very forcibly that he had
Somehow, Young Wild West could not get it
made a mistake in his man.
"Stop a-dat!" cried Santo, angrily, and playing out of his head that it was really Senor Santo,
his part to perfection. "What you a-pull my the leader of the Brigands of the Border, who
was standing before him. The eyes were the
whiskers for, boy?"
"That's all right," Wild answered, in his cool same and the face was exactly like the one he
But the black beard
and easy way. "When a cheat accuses another remembered so well.
of being dishonest in a game of cards he ought was the puzzlinz thing about it all. He had
to have his whiske1·s pulled. Now you just take given it a -smart jerk when he caught hold of the
beard, and he had felt the skin and flesh give
it easy, do you hear?"
with it. He was bound to satisfy himself, how· "Me lose a hundred dollar," Santo answered, ever,
so as he stood facing the man, knife in
affectin,g an injured air.
.
.
hand, our hel'O said :
"That's all right if you did. You did your
"See here, Mr. Greaser,
told you that
best to win, and you used all the thieving met~ods I didn't mean to kill you. II just
going to show
you knew. But you failed, 3:nd our clevei: Chu:i,ee you that you aon't know how am
fig-ht, and after
has won out. I am gqing to make him give I have done so I will spare toyour
life on one
back the money he took from three of the play- condition."
ers. But -as far as you and Big Dan are con"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed the brigand chief, who
cerned, you have got to lose your money. . You really felt that
he would be able to vanquish his
are both cheats, and you are not half as clever youthful opponent
in a duel with knives.
about it as you think you are. I have been watch"You can laugh now, but you won't have the
ing you, and I know pretty well what I am
heart to do it when I am through with you," the
talking about."
boy went on. "Now the condition is that after
"You talk too much, boy. You t'ink because I have beaten you
you must
your beard to
plenty Americans here you can make me 'fraid. be shaved from your face. allow
I think you would
But me no 'fraid."
look a great deal better without it. You remind
Wild was not a little puzzled. The voice of me very much of a man I once met, but his
was
the man sounded so much like that of Senor a smooth face, and I want to see how much
Santo's that he could not make himself believe you resemble him. Now, then, do you a~ree to
that he had made a mistake. But the fact that the terms I offer?"
the beard seemed real, and Senor Santo had · "If da American 1'oy beat me I will
get shaved,"
been without a beard when he met him that after- Santo declared, nodding to the crowd. "Me
want
noon caused him to feel that he must be wrong to get shaved, anyhow, but me see da g-ame of
in his conclusions . . He did not want to have poker, and me like to play. Me want to get
trouble with the Mexican, so he stepped back my supper, too, but me like to gamble better.
and said no more just then. Satisfied that he If da American boy beat me, fetch da barber
had escaped detection, the brigand chief was right away and I get shaved.
Maybe dat please
bent upon getting his revenge upon the boy who him -verra much."
had baffled him so completely that afternoon.
He lauighed again, and there was such a con"Me fight da American boy if me have a fair
show," he declared, stepping to the center of the fident way about him that our hero felt that he
had no mean foe to tackle.
floor.
"Say when you are ready, greaser," he called
"Do you want to fight me?" Wild asked, an
angry flush showing in his eyes for a moment. out.
"Me ready now."
"Yes, me no 'fraid of you."
"All right, then, come on."
"Well, how do you want to ~ght?"
.
The lithe form of the young deadshot sprang
Santo who was an expert with a dagger kmfe, forward, and the blades met, the
flying
quickly 'drew a keen-edged blade from his belt from them as they clashed over theirsparks
heads. Wild I
and held it before our hero's eyes.
had no intention whatever of doing the least
"You would like to stkk that thing between harm to the man, for he felt that he might
be
my ribs, I suppose."
mistaken, after all. But he was going to disarm,
Wild was now as cool as ever, and there was him, and that as quickly as possible. Again
the
a smile upon his handsome face as he spoke.
blades clashed, and the two sprang about, dodg"Me fight if me h ave a fair show," was the ing and feinting. It was a very p1·etty fight,
if I
declaration.
one liked to see such things, for the two appeared
"All right, I reckon you'll have a fair show, to be about evenly matched. Senor Santo posall right, Mr. Greaser. But before we start in sessed surprising agility, but he was a young
I want to tell you that I am not going to hurt man and no doubt pretty well trained. Cheyenne
you. I am just going to show you that you don't Charlie and Jim Dart stood looki:nig on with con-know how to handle that sticker you have in fidence. So many tiJ:ll.es had they seen their
your hand."
dashing young leader fight such duels that they
Then the boy coolly drew his hunting-knife and never once doubted that he would be the winner
motioned for the crowd to get back out of the now. His coolness, coupled with his skill, would
way. A table was moved so they would have surely bring him through the victor. Back and
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forth the duelists swayed, while they kept feinting and striking. But no blood was drawn, and
when two minutes had elapsed the crowd was all
but spellbound. Big Dan had taken his place
near the door, and he watched the conflict eaig-erly. No doubt he was anxious to see Young Wild
West go down.
Wild kept playing with him, acting on the
defensive the biggest part of the time, until at
last he found out the Mexican's weak points.
Then he started in on the aggressive, and when
Senor Santo found himself doi11i?; his best to keep
from receiving; a knife thrust, his face paled
slightly and a murmur of admiration went up
from the crowd. It was plain that nearly every
man there favored the young deadshot, and
wanted to see him win. Having got the advantage, Wild kept him on the defensive, and
around the room they went. Once Santo dropped
suddenly and made a thrust that came near
reaching our hero's body. But a miss is as good
old saying goes, and Wild made
as a mile, as the
1
up for it by making an upward stroke, which
sent the knife flying from the Mexican's hand.
It fell to the floor with a ring, and Wild stood
over him with uplifted knife.
"I've got you, greaser," he said, coolly. "Now,
then, are you satisfied you don't know how to
fight?"
"You got a-me, boy," came the reply, in a voice
that trembled slightly. "Kill me."
"Oh, no, I am not igoing to do that. I want
1
to see your face."
"All a-right. You get da barber. But me
want to eat first."
"Ther best you kin p;it now, greaser, is a cup
of coffee an' a sandwich," spoke up Bill Riley, the
proprietor of the hotel.
"All a-right."
Then, wi.th remarkable coolness, the disguised
brigand chief went to a table and sat down.
"Three cheers for Young Wild West!" shouted
one of the miners, and then a cheer went up that
made the shanty hotel fairly tremble.
"That's all ri,ght, gentlemen," said the young
deadshot, as he stepped over and picked up the
Mexican's knife. "I was certain that I could
get the best of him, and that's why I tackled
him. One of you must go and find the barber of
the camp."
"We ain't got no regular barber here," a miner
answered. "But there's two or three as does ther
shavin' for ther boys. Here's Joe Budd, right
here. I don't know whether he's got his razor
with him or not, but it won't take him long ter git
it."
"I ain't got my razor here, but I'll run an' git
it right away, Young Wild West," a man spoke
up, as he stepped out into view.
"All right, do so. I have reasons for wanting
to see the beard off this man's face."
Senor Santo was now in anything but an easy
frame of mind. But he made out that he was
perfectly indifferent, and leaned his head upon
his hand as he waited for the sandwich and cup
of coffee. Riley had given the order for it, and
in a few minutes it was brought. But at the
same moment Joe Budd came back with his razor
and shaving-mug and brush. Santo took a si-p
of the coffee, and then, as quick as lightning,
b-, threw the cup at our hero, who was standing

. but a short distance from the table. Wild was
quick enough to dodge it, but before he could
recover himself the villain had turned and leaped
through the open window, which was almost directly behind him. His horse was right there,
and leapinig into the saddle, he went galloping
away, at the same time uttering a defiant shout.
Qieyenne Charlie was about the first to get outside, and as everyone seemed bent on getting
there, the doorway was blocked for a moment.
Wild leaped through the window, but found himself too late to catch the villain. He heard the
sounds of receding hoofs, and shaking his head,
he faced the excited miners and c;i,lled out:
"Gentlemen, that fellow was Senor Santo, the
leader of the Brigands of the Border."
"What!" cried Bill Riley. "Do yer mean that,
Younig; Wild West?"
"I certainly do. I never make a mistake when
I meet a man in disguise whom I have met befor!l. That beard he wore was not his own, but
it was fastened to 1his face so securely that it
would not move when I pulled upon it. Now you
know why I wanted to have him shaved."
Probably tl1ere was only one man there, outside of our friends, wh0 was not surprised at the
young cleadshot's declaration. This was Big Dan,
who had known right along that it was the
brigand chief. The fact was that Big Dan was
in league with the brigands and that he made
considerable money from the alliance. It was he
,vho kept Senor Santo posted as to what time
the successful miners would leave the camp with
their gold dust. Dut there was no occasion for
him to act a part just now. All he had to do
was to listen to what was said, and he did so
with no little interest. But he felt it his duty
to igo and report to Senor Santo as soon as
possible, so after waiting a few minutes, until the
excitement had somewhat subsided, he left the
hotel and got his horse, which was tied in a
little shed back of the shanty he occupied.
But Young Wild West had been suspicious of
Big Dan right along. He had noticed that the
bad man had been the first to propose to take the
stranger into the game. Seeing that he left the
place so soon after the brigand's flight, he
thought it would be a good idea to follow him.
"Boys," said he to his' partners, "I am going to
see what Big Dan is up to. I am satisfied that
he is goinig away from the camp. You stay here
for a while. I will go and get my horse and follow him."
The boy acted quickly, and he was upon the
back of his sorrel stallion just as Big Dan started
to ride out of the valley. Wild heard the hoofbeats, so he kept right after him, taking earn
not to get too close. He kept his ears open, and
whenever he hea1·d the man alrnad of him
goinig slowly, he did the same. In this way the
valley was left behind, and they were riding over
the trail. If the bad man had thought there was
any danger of his being followed he might have
kept a watch behind, but he did not He rode
right on, and when he came to the place where
he must turn from the trail in order to reach
the cave of the brigands, he went right ahead.
Big Dan had never been inside the cave. Several
times he had come there for the purpose of giv•
ing Senor Santo information, but he must stop
at a certain point and giye a signal
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Then it would not be long before the brigand
leader would appear, though from just where
Big Dan did not know. As dark as it was he
had no trouble in finding the spot, and once there
he came to a halt and diimounted. Then he J("ave
a low whistle and waited. By this time Wild
had dismounted and had crept up to within a
few yards of where the villain was standing by
his horse. Well satisfied that he was to again
meet Senor Santa face to face, Wild waited for
developments. There was no answer to Big
Dan's whistle, and after waiting for fully two
minutes he gave the signal again, this time a
little louder. Then a thud sounded, as though
two stones had come together forcibly, and footsteps were heard.
"Hello!" said the bad man, softly. "Hello I" came the reply, in a low tone of voice.
"Is it you, Senor Dan 7"
"That's right, Senor Santo. I'm here."
"What brings you here so soon after what happened in the mining camp?"
Then Wild saw the brigand leader step forth
into the starlight. The black beard was still on
his face, but the young deadshot was not surprised at this, since he had hardly had time to
remove it.
"I thought I'd better come over an' let yer
know that Young Wild West knowed who yer was
all ther time."
"Senor Dan," retorted the brigand chief, impatiently, "it was not necessary for you to come
and tell me that. I knew that before we started
to fight in the barroom."
"Yer did!" and Big Dan seemed greatly surprised.
"Certainly. The ;moment he dem~ded that if
he spared my life I was to permit my beard to be
shaved from my face, I knew it. But I $Uspected
all along that he was watchin;g me, and had his
suspicions as to who I was."
"Thunder! I didn't know that. But, anyhow,
when he found you had _got away, Young Wild
West told all hands that you was Senor Santo."
"Well, that's all right. He told the crowd about
it, but he didn't catch me. Hal ha! ha!"
"Well, I hope I didn't make yer mad liy comin'
here," and Dan shrugged his shoulders uneasily.
"Oh, no, Sepor Dan. Since you have taken the
trouble to come here, thinking you were doing
me a favor, I will take you inside and make you
a member of our band. You have asked me to
do this several times, but I never thought well
of it until now. I am satisfied that you are a
man who can be trusted, even though you are
an American, and all the members of my band
are Mexicans. What say you? Do you wish
to join the Brigands of the Bor<ler?"
"I sartinly do, Senor Santo. I'd give almost
anything ter belong to your band."
"Well, then, tie your horse."
Big Dan lost no time in doing this, and then
he stepped before the villain, prepared for anything that might happen.
"I will have to blindfold you, Senor Dan," said
Santo, as he took a handkerchief from his pocket.
"All right, I don't care what yer do. You'll
find I'm true blue. I'll take any oath yer put me
to, an' I'll stick ter it till I die, too."
"That is the way I like to hear a man talk. I
am well satisfied that you will make a good
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member of our band. We lost two men to-da_y,
so you shall take the place of one of them."
Very glad that he had followed the bad man,
Wild watched and listened. He made up his.
mind that he was going to see the foterior of
the brigand retreat, too. When Senor Santo had
blindfolded the candidate for admission into his
band he led him straight to the mouth of the
narrow pass and pushed him in ahead of him.
Wild step~ed forward as softly as a cat, and
when he was within but ten feet of the openilljl'{ll
the stone door came back into place with a du
thud.
"That's all right, the boy muttered, under his
breath, "I reckon I'll find a way to get in."
I

CHAPTER VIII.-How Big Dan Wa11 Initiated.
Young Wild West had not even seen the entrance to the narrow pass that led to the cave
of the brigands, but he had heard the sound the
stone made when it closed, and he made no mistake in where the spot was. He reached it with
amazing quickness, and as he listened he could
hear voices coming from the other side, and also
footsteps.
"Ah I" the brave boy muttered, under his
breath. "A secret entrance, eh? Well, this ia
not the first time I have struck a situation like
this. Now to find a way to get inside."
He waited until he could no lon«er hear the
voices or footsteps, and then he threw his
shoulder against the big flat stone. It moved
slightly, and satisfied that he w.ould be able to
force it open, he felt on either side, and was not
long in locating the exact width of the pass.
Then he tried again, this time bringing more
strenigth to bear. The result was that the· flat
slab of rock .swung around and dropped gently
to the ground. It made a noise in doing it, and
fearing that it might have been heard by some
<me inside, Wild waited and listened. He could
hear voices coming from sornewhe:re, but the
sound was so faint ·that he knew it must be some
little distance to the spot where the brigands
were located.
Finding that no one came out, he was satisfil;d
that it was safe to enter, so he lost ·,no time in
doing so. It was dark as a pocket, for it hap•
pened that a portion of the way was -covered by
a sheltering rock. But when he had !¥One a few
feet he looked upward and saw the star11 shining.
But even then he could not see the mouth
of the cave, which was right before him, almost.
Wild decided to take the rick of lighting a match,
which he did without delay. Then it -was that
he saw the cave, and listening again he became
satisfied that the voices came from it. When
the match had gone out he started fo:rward and
boldly stepped into the cave. Then it was that
he saw a faint light not far distant, .and as hia
eyes became accustomed to it he -was able t.o
discern a number of horses, which were tied in
a line at one side of the outer cave, and munching away at some hay.
"I certainly am in luck," he thought. "Well.
while I am here I may as well take a good look
a:ro1µ1d , and see just how many of the brigands,
as they choose to call themselves, there are. Then.
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I will go back to Greaser Creek and prepare a
surprise for them. I reckon Senor Santo's time
is running short. I'll try and see to it that he
does not make another hold-up, for I am well
satisfied that we can corral the gang by noon
to-monow, if we work the game right."
He stepped softly alcng, and soon came to
the opening that divided the two caves. Then
it was that he was able to see all that was to be
seen in the hiding-place of the villainous Mexicans. He counted the men and found there were·
just seventeen, including Big Dan, who was
standing at one side of the cave with two of the
brigands. All the members of the band were
there, since the two who had accompanied Santo
to the mining camp had been waiting for him
when he made his escape, and had come back to
the cave with him in a hurry. A handkerchief
was tied over Big Dan's eyes, and Wild knew
that Senor Santo was getting ready to initiate
him as a member of the band. Santo was very
busy at the other end of _the cav~ with a coup_le
of his men, who were assisting him, no doubt, m
making preparations for what was to come. The
rest of the rascals were talking in low tones, and
the subject of the conversation was the initiation
of the new member.
Wild stepped a little nearer, and then crouched
down behind a jutting piece of rock. He was
bound to see it ·au, so he made up his mind to
wait until it was over with, and then he would
go out and try and close the improvised door of
rock when he left. Meanwhile, Sel).or Santo had
his assistants place a barrel in about the center
of the inner cave. Over this was thrown a piece
of black cloth, and upon it was laid two cross-bones and a human skull. A candle was thrust
into the skull, and striking a match, the leader
of the brigands lighted it. As the flame flared
up and grew steady, he m_otio~ed for the oth1;r
lights of the cave to be extmg1nshed. When this
had been done the scene looked weird and ghostly
enough. A command from Santo br!iught the
men in a semi-circle about the improVIsed altar,
and then he called out, sharply:
"Bring the candidate to the altar."
The blindfolded bad man was led slowly forwa1·d and when he was standinig directly before
the c~vered barrel, with its grewsome emblems,
the senor exclaimed:
"Raise your right hands, men!"
.
Up went the right hands of all present, i~cluding the two who had charge of the candidate.
Thus far the leader had s-poken. in
Spanish but he now resorted to Enghsh, smce
Big Dai{ no doubt would understand it much better.
.
"Senor" he said, "you have applied for adnnssion into' our band. Do you still feel a desire
to become one of the Brigands of the ~rder?"
"I do," answered the bad man, quickly.
"Then you will kneel upon both knees and repeat after me an obligation, which every m_an
here has taken, including myself. Are you willing to do this?"
"Yes."
"Kneel then."
Down ~pon his knees the villain dropped, and
then in a slow, measured voice, l)ausing at every
few 'words, Senor Santo said:
"I, Big Dan, do solemnly declare that lewill

never reveal the secret hiding-place of the Brigands of the Border. I furthermore swear that I
will obey all orders of Senor Santo. I pledge myself to risk my life in helping a brother of the
band, and that if I should be captured by an
enemy I will suffer death before I will reveal
anythinig about the doings or whereabouts of the
Brigands of the Border. I furthermore swear
that I will tum over all money I may take, either
honestly or dishonestly, from any one not belonging to the band, to Senor Santo, so long
as he may be our leader. In token of my sincerity
in this obligation I now kiss the skull of an
enemy who was slain while trying to force his
way into the secrets of our band."
As he said the last, one of the attendants lifted
the skull from the altar and placed it to his lips.
Big Dan gave a hearty smack as his lips touched
the object, and then the skull was placed back
again. Senor Santo gave a signal, and the members of the band stepped forward, each drawing
a knife from his belt and holding it over the
kneeling man's head. Then the hoodwink was
removed from Big Dan's eyes. He blinked like
an owl for a second or two, but did not seem
to be much frightened.
"Rise, brother," Senor Santo said, stepping
forward and putting out his hand.
The bad man took it and received a hearty
grip as he arose to his feet.
"You have done well, my brother," said Santo,
smilinig at him, patronizingly. "If . ou had faltered in taking the obligation, you see what
would have been in store for you," and he nodded
to · the uplifted knives, which were still pointed
.t oward the new member. "But it's all right. I
have every confidence in you, and though you
are the only American belonging to our band, I
feel that you will do your duty. You will now
join us in drinking a glass of wine."
One of the men hastened to another part of
the cave, and soon returned with a juig and
several glasses. The glasses were filled, and then
still standing before the leader, in the dim light
the sputtering candle gave out, Big Dan drank
to them, not forgettin,g to drain his glass.
"That's mighty good wine, senor," he declared,
smacking his lips. "I ain't in ther habit of
drinkin' such stuff, I kin tell you."
"Well, there is plenty of it here, so you shall
have more, Senor Dan."
One by one the members of the brigand band
came forward and shook the new member by
the hand. When this was done he took a seat
and more wine was poured out. The lanterns
were lighted, and the skull and cross-bones were
removed, the banel being put back in a corner.
"This is a mighty fine place you have got here,"
observed the bad man, as he sipped his wine,
"I've been wantin' ter git in here a long time,
an' I'm mighty glad I'm a member of your band
now, Senor Santo."
"You may well feel proud of it, Senor Dan,"
was the reort. "Now, since you have taken the
obligation and are a full-fledged member, I am
goinig to appoint you to an important duty. I
want you to lay out Young Wild West."
· "I'll do that, willingly enough," was the quick
retort. "I've got it in for that young galoot.
I kin take pleasure in doing him up, all right.,.

YOUNG WILD WEST AND SENOR SANTO
"I thought so. That is why I have appointed
you to that important duty. I will give you
twenty-four hours in which to do this, so perhaps you had better go back to the mining camp
soon, so you will have time to think over a plan."
"All right, Senor Santo. You kin bet I'll manage it all right. I'll do it so no one won't know
how it was done, too. I ain't igoin' ter pick no
row with him, an' have a fight, 'cause I wouldrt't
stand much of a show. He kin shoot too quick
for anything like that, so they say."
"Yes, I know quite well how he can shoot," and
Senor Santo shook his head.
Wild was not a little amused at all he saw and
heard, and thinking he had been there .about
long enough, since Big Dan was likely to leave
at any time, he stole softly back into the pass
and walked along to where the slab of stone lay
upon the ground. He took the risk of lighting a
match to see how the secret door worked, and
rwhen he found out he was not long in lifting it
so he was able to step outside and pull it into
place. This done, he went to where he had left
his horse, and mounting, rode slowly back to the
trail. · Once there, he started into a gallop and
.soon came to the slope that led down into the
valley. Wild did not stop at the hotel, but went
right on to the camp. He found the girls and
Wing there, but Charlie, Jim and Hop had not
yet returned.
"Well, I have been in igreat luck to-night, Et,"
he said, as he took a seat beside his sweetheart,
who looked at him expectantly. "I have been in
the secret cave of the Brigands of the Border."
"What do you mean, Wild?" Arietta asked, in
surprise.
"Well, Senor Santo had the audacity to come
down to the hotel in disguise. But I recognized
him, just the same. He got in a game of draw
poker with Hop and some miners, and after he
had lost a hundred dollars in playing, he picked
a row with Hop. I said something, and then he
turned on me. The result was that he challenged
me to fight a duel with knives. He had on a
false beard, and before this I attempted to pull
it from his face, but found it would not come
off. He had it stuck on in some way, and before
we started the duel I told him that I was going
to beat him and that I would spare his life under
one condition, which was that he should permit
his face to be shaved by the barber of the camp.
He agreed to this, but when the time came to do
it he threw a cup of coffee at me, and in the excitement that followed he leaped through a window and made his escape. Shortly after that
the bad man, who is called Big Dan, left the
hotel. That was when I came over and got Spitfire, as I told you, in a hurry. I followed Big
Dan and managed to ,get into the cave. I had
the pleasure of seeing the bad man initiated
as a member of the brigands, and then I came
back."
The girls wanted to know all about it, so he
told everything in detail, and when he had conduded he left them and walked over to the hotel.
He found Charlie and Jim there laughing with
the rest of the crowd at the antics of Hop, who
had started in to amuse them with some of his
sleight-of-hand tricks. Wild was not lonig in calling his partners aside, and telling them of his
adventure.
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"Now then, boys," he said, "I reckon we'll make
preparations to strike out in the morning and
capture the brigands. I think we can work it so
we can get them all alive, for I don't want to
have to shoot any of them if I can help it."
"You fix it up, Wild," said the scout, with a
nod of approval. "Me an' Jim will stick ter yer,
an' don't yer forgit it."
Hop continued to amuse the crowd and his
antics kept evel'y one in a roar of laughter almost
continually. In about half an hour Big Dan
came in, iust as though he had merely been over
to his shanty for a while. The bad man seemed
very meek, and when he finally got into a game
of cards with some miners our friends left the
hotel and went back to camp.

CHAPTER IX.-Big Dan Gets His Medicine.
Big Dan did not attempt to carry out his
cc:,mmission that night, so Young Wild West and
his friends were n_ot disturbed. They were up
sh?rtly after daylight the next morning, and
Wmg, the cook, was ordered to hurry up with the
breakfast. Hop, who had come in very late
failed to be aroused when the others began mov~
ing about, so Cheyenne Charlie thought it advisable to wake him in a rather sudden manner
Charlie looked around, and when he found ther~
was a tree almost l!i,irectly under the front of
the tent he ~ve a nod of satisfaction and quickly got a lariat. This he threw over a limb and
~hen crept softly into the tent, where the ~leeprng Chinaman lay upon a blanket. Hop was
snoring away peacefully, and it was easy for the
~oout to fasten the rope about his ankles. Havmg done this, he gave a chuckle, and crept out
of the tent.
"Now, then," he said, nodding to the rest, who
w~re looking on with no little interest, "ther first
thmg Hop knows he'll be hangin' head down from
ther .Ii.rob of that tree. Everybody watch."
Seizmg the other end of the rope, Charlie
walked back from the tree until it was drawn
taut. Then he drew his gun and fired a shot
in the air, at the same time leaping forward
and pulling for all he was worth.
"Hip hi! ~attee mattee? Help, help!" came
the startled cries, and then Hop was whisked
from the tent, his feet shooting upward.
· Not until they brought up against the limb did
he stop, and there he hung, almost frig·htened
out of his wits. Wing paused in his work and
lo~ked OJ?- with undisguised pleasure, for nothing
suited him better than to see his brother the
victim of some joke. This was because Hop was
forever picking on him, and making him the butt
of his practical joking. The startled Chinaman
was swinging his hands wildly, and doing his best
to get ii;to an upright position. But this only
caused him to sway back and forth like the pendulum of a clock, and all hands laughed heartily
at his predicament. But Charlie soon let him
do,vn, and as soon as he got upon the ground
Hop lost no tixpe in removing the rope from his
ankles.
"Misler Charlie velly muchee smartee," he declared, shaking his fist at the grinning scout.

I

18

YOUNG WILD WEST AND SENOR SANTO

"Me igittee square, allee light. Me no fool Chinee
likee my blother."
"Can't yer take a joke, yer heathen galoot?"
Charlie asked, making out he was angry. "What
was yer goin' ter do, sleep all day, when you
know there's work for yer ter do this mornin'?
Now you take my advice an' git a hustle on yer,
an' look after ther horses. We want ter use 'em
pu.tty soon, so they ought ter have a fresh place
ter graze on an' a 1good drink afare we start."
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie; me no forgittee."
·
It hurt Hop to see them all laughing at him,
but he lost no time in attending to his work,
just the same. When Hop had seen to the horses
and taken a good wash in the brook he came
back, appearing to be very cheerful.
"Me wakee uppee velly muchee quickee, Misler
Charlie," he said, with a smile.
''I reckon yer did, Hop. "I s'pose you'll be
wakin' me up like that some time, if yer happen
ter ketch me asleep. But I've never yet seen
ther time when you could ketch me asleep."
The breakfast was soon ready, and then they
all sat down to it and ate hea1·tily. Finally
Charlie passed his tin cup to Win@: to be filled
with coffee again. Hop was right near the cook
and, unobserved by any one, he dropped something into the cup as it was being passed back
to the scout. When he had dumped a lump of
sugar in it, Charlie proceeded to stir the coffee,
and presently he placed the cup to his mouth.
:He took a good swallow, and then an exclamation of disgust come from him, while he leaped
to his feet in a hurry.
"What in thunder is ther matter with ther coffee, Wing? It's as bitter as gall."
"Me no UJldelstand, Misler Charlie," the cook
answered, in surprise. "Coffee allee samee velly
muchee goodee."
"Wow!" and Charlie ran to get a drink ·of
water to take the taste from his mouth. "That's
about ther bitterest dose I've had in a long time.
What in thunder could have got in it?"
At this juncture Hop moved a short distance
away, and the broad grin on his face was quite
enough to convince Wild and the rest that he was
responsible for the bad taste of the coffee. It
took the scout fully five minutes to get the bitter
taste from his mouth, and then he beigan to make
an investigatio n, so to speak. He caught sight of
the grinning Chinaman, and then it flashed upon
him in a twinkling that he was responsible for it.
"What did you put in that coffee, Hop?" he .
cried, angrily, as he made a leap for him.
"Hip hi! hoolay!" Hop answered, and then he
jumped across the creek and quickly disappeare d
in the bushes.
Charlie kept on after him, but Hop was so
clever about dodging that he finally got up a tree_
without being observed. The scout look around
in vain, and then started to come back. As he
was passing under the tree the clever Chinee let
something drop to the ground, right behind him.
It was a lighted firecracker, and the next instant
a loud report sounded, which caused Charlie to
jump with astonishme nt and make a grab for
his gun. But even then he did not know where
:he cracker had come from, and he again started
bl fin.d the joker.
•1 reckon _you had better give it up, Charlie,"

Wild called out, after he had been at it for five
minutes, with no results. "He told you he would
get square with you, and I suppose he has,- Co~e
on and finish your breakfast, and then we ll strike
out and see about corraling the brigands."
"All right, Wild," was the reply. "But jl:st
wait till I ketch that heathen galoot. I'll twist
his pig-tail so that he'll wish he had never bothered with me, blamed if I don't."
But Hop was wise enough to remain up the
tree, and not until Wild and bis partners had
saddled their horses and mounted did he venture
to come down. It had been decided to leave the
girls in camp, though Arietta had hinted that she
would like to accompany them. She said no
more, however, but when Hop descended the tree
and came to the camp after they had gone, she
nodded to him and said:
"vVell, Hop, suppose you and I go out in search
of the brigands, too. I am just in the humor for
a little excitement this morning. N-0t that I want
to take part in any fighting, but I feel that I may
be able to help them. I don't know just what
Wild's plans are, but from what I heard him say,
he is going to try to get into the brigands' cave
and take th.e m all prisoner~. He has done such
things before, so I suppose he will be able to do
it this time. Do you want to go with me, Hop?"
"Me likee go velly muchee, Missee Alietta," was
the quick reply.
"All right, then. ~ee to it that you have a
firecracker or two with you. There is nothing
like the explosion of a cracker to startle a band
of villains sometimes. "
She was not long in saddling her horse, and .
Hop quickly got his piebald cayuse in readiness.
Then the two mounted and started off in the direction Wild and his partners had taken. The
two had not gone directly through the mining
camp, but had taken a course to the left, so they
would not be observed by any one. Arietta remembered the spot where Santo and his men had
left them on the trail along the mountainsi de, so
she decided to ride up there and then take a look
around on her own hook. Though she looked behind her occasionall y as she rode on with the
clever Chinee, the girl had no idea that she was
being followed. But she was, just the same. It
happened that Big Dan had taken a notion to spy
upon the cam1J of our friends, just aft<!r V.'ild
and his partners left. He had failed to ,;ee them
ride away, but he caught siight of A1·ietta and
Hop. It occurred to the villain right away that it
would be a good idea to capture the girl and take
her to the brigands' cave, though he had not heard
Senor Santo say anything about her. He was
not long in igetting his horse, and then he left
the camp by a roundabou t way, and soon reached
the trail that ran along the high ridge above the
valley. As he turned a bend he caught a glimpse
of the girl and the Chinaman as they were riding
slowly along, less than a hundred yards ahead of
him. He now started his horse at a gallop, and
a minute later he bore down upon the unsuspecting girl and the Chinaman as they had come to a
halt at the very spot where Senor Santo and his
men had disappeare d the afternoon before. Arietta saw the bad man coming, and she could .have
easily rode away and left him behind. But she
wa~ not afraid of him, so she waited until he
came up.
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"Good mornin', miss!" said Big Dan, bowing
and tipping his hat in mock politeness.
"What do you want?" the girl asked, coolly.
"Oh, nothin'. I jest happened ter come alonig
an' see yer here, that's all."
As the villain spoke he quickly pulled a gun and
fired at Hop, who uttered a .sharp cry and tum-.
bl~d from the back of his horse. Astounded at
what had happened, Arietta uttered a, cry of
dismay and looked at the fallen Chinaman. Before she could do anything to prevent it, the bad
man rode up and caught her about the waist with
his left arm and then rode away toward the secret
cave of the brigandi,. But the girl now realized
that she was in peril and she made a desperate
struggle to free herself. As he was riding along
the bank of a shallow pool, which helped feed
the brook that ran down to . the mining camp,
Arietta managed to tear herself from him, and
down she went upon the ground. At the same
instant the sharp report of a rifle rang out, and
Big Dan threw up his hands and fell from the
saddle.
CHAPTER X.-The Brigands Are Captured.
Young Wild West and his partners rode swift-

ly, and were not long in reaching the higher

ground above the mining camp. It was our hero's
intention to get as close as possible to the entrance of the brigands' c~ve, and then watch to
see if any of them came out. He told his partners
of his plans as they rode alonig, and they both
agreed with what he suggested.
"Now then, boys," said the young deadshot, as
they turned from the trail. and headed in the
direction of the hidden cave, "we'll go a little
slow, and when we get close enough we'll dismount and lie in wait. Come on."
The boy knew the way quite well, and it was
not long before he thought it advisable to dismount. The horses were left behind a clump of
rocks near a cliff, so they would not be apt to be
observed h c~.se :my of the brigands appeared.
Then the three crept forward and took positions
where they would be ab~e to watch the entrance
to the pass. The spot where they had decided to
wait was a little higher than the other ground in
the near vicinity, and they could command a
view over quite a distance behind them. They
waited for perhaps ten minutes, and then they
were suddenly startled bv a revolver shot, which
appeared to come. from the trail they had left a
short time before.
"What's that, Wild?" the scout asked, looking
at the young deadshot questioningly.
"Some one fired a shot, Charlie," was the cool
retort.
The next instant -a scream sounded, and then it
was that our hero's face turned slightly pale. He
recognized the voice as that of his sweetheart.
But Charlie and Jim did .also, and the Hi.tter quickly said:
"What can Arietta be doing hei-e, Wild?"
"I don't know, Jim," was the reply. "You two
wait right here and I will go and see about it.
If the brigands happen to come out, you go right
into the cave and wait there. You will know w11at
to do if they happen to come back before I do.
I 1·eckon the two of you will be able to manage it,

19

since they will have to go in one at a time, as it
is not wide enough for .any more than that to
ride through the pass to the cave."
Then just as coolly as though his sweetheart
was not in danger, Young Wild West ran down
to the left and hurriedly made his way in the
direction of the scream and shout had come from.
He had not gone more than a hufi.dred feet when
he heard the clatter of hoofs The boy quickly
ran arnund an angle of rock, and then he saw
Big Dan riding at a furious pace, and holding
Arietta, who was struggling to escape from him,
upon his horse. The young deadshot raised his
reliable Remington to his shoulder and took aim.
But before he got a bead upon him Arietta freed
herself and fell to the ground. Wild pulled the
trigger, just the same, and he knew that Big Dan
would never harm any one again. 1'he boy ran
along the bank of the pool and saw his sweetheart trying to get up, though she was unable to
1
do so.
"Are you hurt, Et?" he asked, as he went to
her.
"Y~, Wild, I have sprained my ankle, I fear,"
she answered. "I landed heavily when I fell
from the horse. I am so glad you we?'e here, for
I couldn't have got away after hurting' my ankle,
·
I suppose."
The boy thought a moment, for he did not know
just what to do wtth his sweetheart in her almost
helpless condition. He looked around, and the
most available spot he could see was a little grove
that was further along the bank of the pool. The
young deadshot quickly lifted his sweetheart from
the ground.
"Et,"· said he, "I am going to take you over
there among the bushes and hide you. The
chances are the brigands are out of their cave by
this time, and Charlie and Jim are back there,
with instructions to go inside the moment they
come out, so they can catch them when they return. You will be all right, I reckon."
So saying, the boy stepped boldly int-0 the pool
and waded along, knee deep, toward the spot he
had selected for her temporary hiding-place. In
another minute he would reach the spot he was
heading for, for he had passed the 1·ocky bluff.
"Does your sprained ankle hurt?" Wild asked
Arietta, as he waded ashore with her in his
arms.
She nodded. Just then Senor Santo and his
·
gang appeared in the bushes.
"Stand right where you are, Young Wild
West!" Senor Santo hissed, while his face was lit
up with a triumphant smile. "You have done
exactly what I wanted you to. You have brought
the golden-haired senorita to me. I may as well
tell you that when I first saw her yesterday I
made up my mind she would be my bride. Ha
ha1 ha! How does that sound to your ears, Young
Wild West? Your sweetheart is to be the bride
of Senor Santo."
Knowing that he would surely keep his threat,
Wild stopped.
"You liave got me dead to rights-, Senor Santo"
he said, and then he waded ashore and permitt:d
the villain to take Arietta from bis arms.
"Seize him, my brave men!" cried the brigand
leader.
"Oh, it isn't necessary to seize me," Wild answered, in his cool and easy way. "I submit,"

'
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"You a1·e wise in saying that, for though I in- brought up the rear, followed by Jim Dart, while
tend to surely kill you, I would rather talk to Wild hastened to get the horses. He assisted
you a while in my 1·etreat. Disarm him, Pedro." Arietta to the back of Spitfire, and then told her
Pedro, who was holding the boy by the arm, to lead the other two along, as they would walk
nodded and quickly relieved him of his weapons. down the mountainside with the prisoners. What
"Now, then, come on. I will have the pleasure was the surprise of the miners when half an
of carrying the fair senorita to the cave. They hour later they saw Young Wild West leading
were pretty bold to come up this way, I am sure, a gang of prisoners into the camp. Not until
but I am very glad they did."
they got there did Arietta think of Hop. Then
The brigands now hurried along and soon came she quickly told Wild that he had been shot. But
to the slab of stone that hid the mouth of the while they were talking about it the Chinaman
narrow pass from view. One of the Mexicans suddenly appeared, smiling blandly.
pushed µpon it and it fell inside with a thud. The
"Me allee samee gettee shootee, Misler Wild,"
senor stepped on through, still carrying Arietta. he said, pointing to the side, of his head, where
Pedro came next, with Wild close behind him, there was a red mark, "but um bullet only makee
who was being urged along by another Mexican. me feelee lillee foolish, so be. Me gettee allee
Wild had not gone more than ten feet when he light pletty quickee, and len comee back here to
felt a revolver placed in his hand. He knew, then, igittee help."
that Charlie and Jim were there, and satisfied
It was not long before the prisoners were sethat the time had arrived to act, he called out, cured in a shanty, and p;uarded by half a dozen
sharply:
determined men. Then the man who had been
"Line up,..- you scoundrels, and hold up your elected as judge of the camp summoned a jury
hands! You are trapped. I have twenty men and a short trial was held. Of course, there
coulq only be one verdict in a case of the kind.
concealed here in the cave."
Senor Santo uttered a cry of amazement, and There was no such thing as Jaw and order on the
let Arietta fall to the iground. At the same in• border, just then, and it was decided that the
stant the entrance was closed, with a thud, and whole crowd should be hanged. But it seemed
that this was not to be put in effect for as the
Cheyenne Charlie'.s voice exclaimed:
"Woopee! whoopee! Wow! Up with your miners were gettin~ ready to proce~d. in spite
of the protests of Wild, who wanted them to tun1
hands!"
The fact was that Jim was at one end of the · them over to the authorities at the nearest town
passage and the scout had remained at the other. a troop of Mexican cavalry rode into the mining
It was Jim who had handed Wild the revolver. camp. It happened that when they learned the
He now stepped forward and grabbed Senor entire band haµ been captured they-were overSanto by the collar, at the same time pushing the joyed. As there was a dispute about what eountry they were in at the time, the miners were
muzzle of a gun under his nose.
"Get your men to surrender instantly or I'll forced to submit, so the prisoners were turned
shoot you dead, you scoundrel!" the boy ex- over to the cavalrymen, who bore them away in
triumph a little later.
claimed.
"Well, I reckon that piece of business was
Dismayed and almost terror-stricken, Senor quickly
settled up, when we got started at it
Santo called out, wildly:
Young Wild West remarked to his part:
"Surrender, men! Don't let me be shot in this boys,"
ners, after they had managed to get away from
way."
admiring crowd and were sitting at the camp.
Up went the hands of all of them, and then the the
"I don't know as there is much here to keep us
scout marched through ahd disarmed them, a so
we'll strike out to-morrow morning· · fo1· som~
grim smile on his face as he did so.
other parts." ,
"Boys," said Wild, nodding his head toward the
"Jest as you say, Wild," the scout answered.
cave, "don't come out just yet. We want the satArietta declared that her ankle would be well
isfaction of tying the hands of this igang. Then ~nough to set out the. next d~y, so after puttintg
you can take charge of them and march them in a day there, dunng which congratulations
down to the mining camp."
were constantly poured upon them by the pleased
It is doubtful if there was one of the brig- miners of Greaser Creek, they settled down
ands who who did not think that there was a a good night's rest, and the next morning they for
all
crowd of men in the cave awaiting to take part set out from the spot, taking the trail that led
in the capture. The result was that Charlie and to·the northeast.
Arietta, who .found she could walk by limping
slightly, went from one to the other of the briigNext
issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
ands and tied their hands behind them. This WEST week's
CALLING 'rHE CAVALRY; or, ARIETdone, the scout brought forth a lariat and hitched TA'S THRJLLING
RIDE."
them all together. Then he stepped back and removed the obstruction from the mouth of the
pass.
"That's right, Charlie," called out our hero, in
The p1·ison visitor on his usual rounds noticed
triumph. "Now, then, we will march them down that a new man occupied a cell that had been
to Greaser Creek. Th,e miners can bl'ing up the empty for some time. "My friend," he said, "may
rear. Ha, ha, ha!"
_I ask what brought you here?" "The same thing
They had been caught dead to rights, and that brought you here," replied the convict; "a
there was no chance to escape now, so when the desire to poke my nose into other's people's busicommand was igiven the brigands marched in ness, only I generally used to go in by the bas&~ingle file ou\ of the passage. Senor Santo ment ,vindow."

•
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CURRENT NEWS
BOY,

6,

HOOKS PIKE WEIGHING 19
POUNDS
Six-year-old Tommy falls is hailed as the Izaak
Walton of northwestern Ontario.
At Shebawandon Lake, near Port Arthur, the
youngster hooked a nineteen-pound pike, which,
with adult assistance, he succeeded in landing.
TORNADO BLOWS GIRL, 9, A MILE
The village of Ernfold, Sask, sixty-seven miles
:west of Moose Jaw, is a mass of wreckage as the
result of a tornado.
The nine-year-old daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
William Rudd, of Uren, was blown from a buggy
at the outskirts of Uren and was lost for ten
hours. The buggy was upset as the child was
torn from the mother's grasp. She was found
uninjured a mile · and a half away.
THE OLDEST FRAME BUILDING
What is said to be the oldest frame building
in the United States is the old Quaker meeting
house at Easton, Md. Local histories place its
date of erection in 1684, giving the ancient structure an age of 239 years, and it is said that William Penn attended service in the meeting house
while he was trading with 'the Indians. The only
preservative used on the wood has been oldfashioned whitewash on the outside. Seven of
the original plank seats and the woodwork inside have had no paint whatever.

GAMBLING FOR CANDY
Brooklyn police are carrying on a campaign
against grocery, drug and confectionery stores in
the borough which are attracting the patronage
of Brooklyn children by candy lottery machines.
According to an official at Brooklyn Police Hea,clquarters, many complaints have been forthcoming
from parents that the candy machines are de.:
veloping "a gambling spirit among the children."
More than 500 of these maclrines have been confiscated by the police during the past two weeks.
No arrests have been made but the drive against
the machines will be carried on and any found in
Brooklyn will be seized. In the device, if a penny
falls into a certain slot it is returned together
with a supply of candy.
MAKES $92,000,000 IN COIN IN A YEAR
The ' Philadelphia Mint turned out 79,221,000
pieces of domestic coin with a face value of nearly
$92,000,000 and 39,000,000 pieces for Peru and
Nicaragua in the fiscal year ended June _30.
Most of the year's work, numerically, consisted
of 58,704,000 standard silver dollars, struck to replace those melted to provide bullion for the use
of England in the East Indies. Other coinage included 1,597,000 gold double eagles, 538,000
dimes, 12,049,000 nickels and 1,431,000 cent pieces.
The coinage for Peru included 1,000,000 one sol
!Silver nieces and 2,000,000 nickel five mentavos.
For Nicaragua the output was 500,000 one centavos and 400,000 half centavos.

BOYS, DO YOU LIKE DETECTIVE STORIES?
You Should Read

"MYSTERY MAGAZINE"

,

It contains the snappiest and liveliest stories you ever read. Each number begins
wit}, a rousing detective novelette, filled with pep from start to finish. Then there,
art> from four to six short stories of police adventure with good plots and interesting
situations. All these stories are written by the same authors who write for the higher
priced magazines. Don't miss the articles about crime detection, yan1s of the under•
world and special items relating to ghostly happenings, peculiar events and current
news of police cases.

Colored Covers, Fine Illustrations - 64 Pages
Get a Copy, Read It -and See
How Interesting the Stories Are 1

PRICE 10 CENTS
If you cannot procure a copy from your newsdealer send us the price (ten cents)
and we will mail you one postage free, Address

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc., 166 W. 23d St., New York City
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GOING IT ALONE
-Or,-

A BOY WITHOUT A HOME
By DiCK ELLISON
(A SERIAL STORY)
CHAPTER XVII.-(Continued).
He pretended to drink the whisky, which was
awful stuff, but he dumped it into the dirt on the
floor. Then he staggered to a bench near and
sank down, pretending to take a tipsy nap.
But all the while Tom's keen eyes were roaming about the place. It was not long before the
door opened and in came a familiar fig1ll'e. It
was that of Gaspard.
He walked up to the bar.
In an instant the loungers there began to fall
back. They recognized the bad man and were
willing to give him precedence. However, Gaspard paid no heed to them, but asked huskily:
"Whar is Bill?"
The barkeeper leaned over and replied:
"He's in the other room. Want to see him?"
"You bet I do. What am I here for?"
"Have a drink on the house?"
"Not on your necktie I I don't want to poison
myself."
"Oh, say, we have some splendid whisky."
"Not for me, I say. Shall I blow a hole in
your dome? I want to see Bill, I tell you."
The barkeeper scurried to the door of an inner
room back of the bar. The next moment a big
red-faced man came out. He nodded to the crook
and opened a door at the end of the long bar.
'l'hen b11th went into the inner room.
Tom was instantly interested.
He knew that Gaspard had come there to consult with Bill Wallace, and he was sure that it
concerned the papers that Gaspard had stolen
from him. He felt sure that Gaspard was illiterate and probably could not read them. On the
other hand Wallace was a highly educated man·
a:o.d would quickly understand theh- value.
Tom bit his lip with vexation. He would have
given much if Yellow Pass was a law-abiding
community. It would have been easy for him to
go out and get a force of police and quickly recover his stolen property.
But in this case it was impossible. There was
no sheriff in the place and if there had been it
was hardly possible that he would have taken the
trouble to risk his life.
Tom still drooped on the bench and listened.
He heard one of the bouncers hang over the bar
and whisper to the barkeeper:
"What's up? I guess Garpard has found something."
"Aw, say," said the barkeeper, "he thinks he
has got something that is written on a paper, but
he can't read it and don't know what it is. I

told Bill that it was likely a sermon that traveling
minister lost up-here a while ago."
There was a bit if laughter over this statement. But Tom heard all and knew full well then
that he was on the right track.
He considered what he had better do.
He reflected that it would be madness to go
into the inner room even if he was permitted to
go. He would gain nothing.
Finally he decided that it was wisest and best
for him to wait until Gaspard came out and lay
in wait :for him. If he had the papers on him
Tom meant to hold him up and get them.
So -h e continued to lounge on the bench until
one of the bouncers came up and gave him a ter-rific kick on the shin. It nearly !mocked Tom
from the seat and gave him awful pain.
In an instant he was on his feet. In the moment of rage over this treatment he lost all remembrance of where he was and what he was
there for. He fl.ashed out with his right and
!mocked the bouncer into the corner of the place
with a thud. There was instantly a commotion in
the place.
·
Revolvers fl.a£hed out and loud shouts arose.
In the midst of it all and while it looked as if
there was sure to be some shooting the door of
the inner room opened quickly and Bill Wallace
came out. He was white with fury.
"Hey, what is goin' on here?" he bellowed.
"Put every man in this place out. Put up yer
guns. Fire them out, every son-of-a-gun of them.
Out with them, I say. Close the doors!"
This astonishing order was obeyed. Tom found
l1imself hustled out with the others. Only the
four or five bouncers were permitted to remain.
It was a surprise to all.
However, Tom did not care. He had finished
all Ms work in the place. He only wanted to
face the thief, Gaspard.
He must come out soon-er or later.
So Tom hung about the entrance for a long
time. At last when in the darkness it was difficult for him to see even the light in the saloon
window the door opened and Gaspard came out.
The crook reeled away down the street. Tom
was after him like a wolf. He followed him out
of the main street and into a sort of trail that led
to the scattered cabins of prospectors in the outskirts of the place.
·
Suddenly Tom acted. He felt that the moment
had arrived.
There was no other person in sight. Tom hastily sprang forward noiselessly and was almost
upon the villain before he knew it. He wheeled
like a flash and his pistol barked, but the bullet
simply grazed the side of his young opponent.
The next moment Tom was upon him like a
wildcat.
Gaspard was a much heavier and stronger man
than Tom Arnold. But he was slow in motion
and Tom was not' the one to let him get the upper
hand.
Both went down. Tom had a hold on the villain's throat. He pressed this until he was sure
that he had him gasping. This proved the mean.a
of vanquishing his opponent.
(To be continued.)
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GOOD READING
SEEING BACKWARD
The hare can see objects behind as well as in
front. Its eyes are large, prominent and placed
lateritlly. Its power of seeing thinigs in the rear
is very noticeable in touring, for though the greyhound is mute while running,· the hare is able to
judge to a nicety the exact moment at which it
will be best for it to double. The giraffe, which is
a very timid animal, is approached with the ufmost di:ff.culty on account of its eyes being so
placed that it can see both ways with equal facility. This faculty enables it to direct with great
precision the rapid storms of kicks with which it
defends itself.
A $25,000 AQUARIUM
The world's largest and finest aquarium is being built under the caves of the bears and goats
on the famous Mappin Terraces at the London
Zoological Gardens. Over half a million gallons
of sea water will be used for eighty tanks. The
reservoir will be 220 feet long, 34 feet wide and
12 feet deep, and will be made of reinforced concrete.
Over it is to be fitted a promenade, on each side
of which will be . the glass-fronted tanks contain•
ing the exhibits.
When the whole is completed the reservoir will
be filled with water from the North Sea, brought
by barges up the Regent Canal.
"I expect that once filled it will not be necessary to add more sea water or to fre shen up what
is in the reservoir for a year or two," said the
secretary.
A separate series of tanks will be put in for
fresh-water fish. An elaborate electric plant will
pump water to high-level tanks under the peak
of the Mappin Terraces, where it will circulate
continuously through the tanks in which the fish
will live.
Heating apparatus is also to be installed, because the temperature in the various exhibition
tanks will vary between 50 and 80 degrees, according to the p_,a.rt of the world the fish came
from.
Half the exhibition tanks will be illuminated by
electric light and the other half by daylight.
TO SAFEGUARD U. S. BANK NOTES
One of the great considerations in the manufacture of bank notes in the United States Bureau
of Printing and Engraving is to guard effectively
against the possibility of counterfeiting or theft.
The paper is made in a private paper plant,
which manufactures for none but the Govern
ment. It is made of cotton and linen rags, in
which are mixed the silk threads that may be
easily seen by holding a bank note or a Treasury note to the light.
The p1-inting and engraving process through
which the paper is put is a very elaborate -0ne and
requires very complex machinery. The machinery
used is so accurate and so well fortified against

successful imitation as to render both the means
~~ t~e product .practically beyond undetectable
1m1ta t10n.
The ink used is made in the same building
where the work is done. One large room of the
bu~eau ~ontains_ something like a dozen large
pamt mills, which are l,;:ept busy grinding together the colors an~ the oil used on the presses.
Only the best matenals are used in the manufacture of this ink for bank notes and postage
stamps.
The sheets on which. currency is to be "printed
are counted when received. They are issued to
the workmen on an order issued by the superintendent and are charged to that workman on a
pass book provided for the purpose. When the
printing is done the printer makes the impressions up in books of one hundred each, with
~rown paper placed between them. These are delivered to a clerk and the workman rs credited
with their delivery on his pass book. Some sheets
may be spoiled, but all are credited to him so that
his book may balance.
. These impressions are counted and inspected.
Spoiled ones are destroyed by properly authorized
per~on:'. The perfect ones are dried, pressed and
agam mspected and counted. They are then cut
and delivered for issue.
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INTER.ESTING R.ADIO . NEWS AND HINTS
CROOKED "RADIO INSPECTORS"
Complaints have been received by the radio editors of many newspapers of a new variety of
sneak thief. Calling himself a "radio inspector,"
he gains access to the house and takes advantage
of it.
If you have only a receiving set, do not Jet him
in. Official Federal inspectors are interested enly
in transmitting installations and they wear a
Government badge.

I

LOADING COILS
One of the Bureau of Standards' circulars is
No. 137, which deals with "Auxiliary Condensers
and Loading Coils." A copy of this circular may
be purchased from the Superintendent of Documents, Government Printing Office, Washington,
D. C., for 10 cents. Instructions are given for
construction and assembling the loading coils and
condensers and for operating the receiving sets
used with these additional parts. The function
of the loading is to place the set in tune with
higher wave lengths and the series condenser permits reception of lower wave lengths.
A GOOD TIP
The quantity of music or .speech received from
some types · of loud speakers employing a metallic horn may be considerably improved by placing the horn about one-half an inch away from
a wall or window, thus causing the sounds to be
reflected and making them much clearer. If the
strength of signal is sufficient to such an extent
that it touches the pole pieces of the magnets, the
sounds are very "tinny." This condition may be
overcome by reducing the signal strength or by
providing a means of adjusting the position of
the diaphragm so that it may vibrate without
coming in contact with the pole pieces of the magnets.

Sam Solot of Central High School, Philadelphia,
has mounted a receiving set that works on a lead
pencil.
Frank McHale, a West Philadelphia High
School freshman, has a receiving set mounted on
a corn cob pipe that brings in local broadcasting.
William B. Boyd of Kensington, Pa., has a
rworkable receiver mounted on a prehistoric object known as a "beer" bottle.
Radio has gone completely to <the head of Alfred Pogany~ Philadelphia. He goe/ about wearing a derby nat with a receiving set mounted inside it.
Charles Plewinksi, Roxborough, Pa., has built
a receiver entirely within the shell of a peanut.
Charles F. Waag, Jr., Philadelphia, has built
a woTkable Teceiver on a cigaTette holder, two
•
inches long.
INDIAN BROADCAST
Broadcasting in India will probably be limited
to a single company, composed of British and Indian firms, according to a repol"t of the recent
Delhi Conference forwarded to the Department
of Commerce by Vice Consul Harold Shantz,, Calcutta. Non-British firms will not be allowed to
participate, it is said.
The Director of Wireless has pointed out that
under the proposed license an important set of
apparatus would only be authol"ized if of British manufacture, but .t hat it would be permissible
to buy pal"ts from the United States or other foreign countries and assemble them in India. The
director said that the proposed company would
be essentially an Indian one, registered in India
and with headquarters there.
. In this connection it may be observed that at
the present time no wireless equipment can be
imported into India which is not for Government
use except under a special import license from the
Director of Wireless and by persons who are licensed to operate.

STATE RADIO CONTROL
RADIO DIFFICULTIE S IN ENGLAND
State contl"ol of radio telegraphy in Denmark
is (Provided in a bill recent7 inhoduced in the
Lord Gainsford, who presided at a 1·~ent meetDanish Rigsdag by the Mimster of Traffic, Assistant Trade Commiss'ionel" H. SoTenson l"eports. ing of the British Broadcasting Company, LimIt is pl'Oposed that the Minister of Public Works ited, ,s tated that although the Post Office fig1.ues
shall be authorized to grant concessions for in- show about 80,000 licenses have been issued to
stallation of radio receiving sets and that the ownel"s of radio receiving sets, he thought that if
pl"ovisions of the laws of April 19, 1907, concern- tl1ose figures were multiplied by four or_ ~ve they
ing wireless telegraphy shall also apply to wire- woul~ be nearer to the number of :e.ce1vmg sets
less telegTaphy. It is said that on account of the tappu~g the ether lanes ov~r the ~r1t1sh ~s~es . .
Unlike the laws governmg :a110 rece~vmg m
resfricted wave band that will be assiJ?."Iled to
Denmark under agreement with the Norwegian ~ e United St~tes, qr~at Bntam reqmr~s the
and Swedish Telegraph Services-the Danish Gov- owner of_ ,a rad10 rece~ymg se~ to have a h~ense.
ernment will exel"cise full contl"ol over trans- Lord Gamsford says there 1s a wholesale evasio~ going: ~n." Many people who listen in with
mitting stations.
radio rece1vmg sets do not possess a license. The
six English broadcasting stations now in operaFREAK RADIO SETS
tion depend partly upon the license fees for adeWireless papers have heard of a numbel" of quate revenue. It is claimed that the widespread
freak receiving sets, which have the additional infringement of the regulations is pl"eventing the
me1·it of displaying the ingenuity of the builders. broadcasting companies from improving the qua.1-
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journal of the American Institute of Electrical
Engineers describes a five-stage amplifier which
operates satisfactorily on 60-cycle supply for both
:filaments and plates. This amplifier has three
radio-frequency stages and tw-0 audio-frequency
stages and uses a crystal detector. The interference from the 60-cycle supply is practically
eliminated by balancing 1·esistances, grid condensers and special grid leaks of comparatively
low resistance, a telephone transformer in the
output circuit and a crystal detector instead of an
electron tube detector. The account gives circuit
diagrams, the final complete circuits for the five
stages being reproduced, and states the values of
the condensers, resistances and inductances used.

WHEN WINTER COMES
When cold weather is at hand and indoors far
more inviting than outdoors, we will be face to
face with a decided revival of radio· interest. Following the radio craze of last winter and spring,
we ran into a serious slump. This condition was
due to several causes: first of all, summer
weather is not conducive to good radio results,
because of static interference; secondly, summer
weather calls every one outdoor~, and rndio is
primarily an indoor sport; thirdly, too many manufacturers and others jumped into the radio manufacturing business, and as a consequence much
inferior apparatus madi:: its appearance along
with the good apparatus. That there has been
PUT YOUR AERIAL HIGH
an overproduction of radio material is certain,
The close proximity of a tin roof or other mealthough it is equally true that of the good ap- paratus there never has been and there still is tallic structure to the antenna absorbs a considnot an overproduction. V,iilth the return of cold erable portion of the energy which is needed for
weather and with the radio industry undergoing clear signals. Where possible, the antenna should
a clarifying process for the purpose of eliminat- be supported about 30 feet above frameworks and
ing unsatisfactory apparatus,;radio will be on the surfaces of metal. The lead-in should also be kept
upward trend. Radio broadcasting stations are clear of such energy absorbing objects, thus peralso giving a hand by broadcasting more inter- mitting the reception of signals from long disesting programs than ever, having the benefit of tances.
a year or more of experience to guide them.
THOSE WHO ENTERTAIN
Long-distance reception will become more and
more common with the advent of cold weather.
Whereas last winter and spring it would· have
been considered a remarkable feat to receive from
a Tadio-telephone broadcasting station one thousand miles away, this is now a rather common
occurrence. In large measul'e this long-distance
work is due to the use of more powe1· and better
appal'atus at the transmitting end, supplemented
by better receiving sets and more intelligent handling at the receiving end. The usual regenexative
Teceiving set is quite a complicated thing to handle, •a nd it is only now, after many months of experience, that many novices are getting the most
out of their apparatus. Stations which have
figured largely in widespread long-distance work
are the Atlanta Journal (WSB) at Atlanta, Ga.,
the Detroit News (WWJ), the Palmer School of
Chiropractic (WOC) at Davenport, Ia., the
Sweeney Automobile School, Kansas City, Westinghouse (KDKA) at Pittsburgh, Pa., and General Electric Company (WGY), Schenectady, N.
Y. On several occasions the WOC broadcasting
station has been received in New York by amateurs with a clarity that>·is truly remarkable.
OPERATING ON LIGHTING CIRCUITS
The employment of ·a high-voltage dry battery
or storage battery for the plate circuit and a
storage battery for the filament circuit of the
usual vacuum tube equipment has proved a serious drawback. SeveTal years ago the French
and German radio engineers worked out schemes
for operating vacuum tubes on commercial lighting circuits. Our own Bureau of Standards has
been at work on the problem for some time back,
and has recently established its findings. The

FOR SWEDISH SHIPS
Vessels at sea may now obtain free medical advice through the wireless station at Gothenburg,
Sweden. The radiogram telling the symptoms of
the person affected is forwarded to the Alimanna
and Sahigransha Hospital, from where free ad,
vice is sent to the ship through the Gothenburg
transmitter.
AVOID LOOSE CONTACTS
Many condensers are designed so there is a
friction contact to the movable plates· that is
the contact is made by the shaft touchii{g a piec;
6f metal. This is -a cheap and easy way to ma1rn
a connection, but it will develop into a loose contact and dust collecting between the shaft and
the contact point decreases the efficiency of the
entire set. Good firm connections, usually made
in the form of pig-tails by wire fastened to the
shaft or bearing, form a far ,superior contact.
Scratching and grinding noises in the phones are
often traced to a friction contact on a variable
condenser.
Sliding and friction contacts are all loose connections ·a nd are a source of trouble. It must be
remembered that most of the energy radiated by
the transmitting station is lost in space. Only
the smallest fraction of the cunent broadca.st is
picked up by a receiving station. A loose contact
places resistance in the path of the feeble impulses passing through the receiving set and the
sound 1s greatly decreased if not inaudible in the
phon~s. · psing three stages of radio frequency
amplification, a detector and one stage of audio
frequency amplificati_on, all connections clean and
firm, signals are picked up at the New York
Times radio station from Leafields England witb.i
sufficient strength to deflect a voltmeter. '
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:ne Copy Three Months.....
ne Copy Six Months ....... .
One Copy One ]{ear..........

"
"

''

7 Cents
90 Cents

$1.';il
S.60

C11n11d11, $4.00; Foreign, $4.50.
HOW '.l'O SEND l\lONEl/ - At our risk send P. O.
Money Order, Check or Registered Letter; rewittnnct!'s
in any other wny nre at your risk. We nccept Post11ge
Stamps the same as cash. ·when sending silver wrap
the Coin in a separate piece of paper to avoid cutting
the envelope. ,vrite your name and address plainly.
Address letters to
Harry E. ,voLO', Pres.
Charles E. Nylander, Seo.
L. F. ,vilzin, Treas.

HARRY E. WOLFF,
Publisher, Inc.,
}
166 W. 23d St., N. Y.

ITEMS OF INTEREST
HOUSE CLEANS, DESTROYS SA VIN GS
When Mrs. A. C. Harter, eighty-six, Spencerville, 0., cleaned house, she burned her year's
savings, $96 in currency. She had put the money
under a rug in her parlor. Gathering up the papers under the rug, Mrs. Harter burned them.
The money was destroyed with the papers.
A LARGE ENVELOPE ORDER
It will require 354,388,000 envelopes to inclose
the mail of the Government next year, and, as
an indication of what these figures mean, the
Post Office Department announced recently that
e. contract had been let for 140,000,000 official envelop<1:s for that department alone at a cost of
$178,061.
BEES STORING HONEY IN ICE CREAM
FREEZER
Arthur Bitner, a West Packer farmer, near
Hudsondale,· Pa., is going without ice cream this
week. His five-gallon freezer has been selected
by a swarm of bees and they are engaged in filling
it with honey for next winter.
The bees. make their entrance and exit through
the drain-pipe at the bottom of the freezer.
U. S. S. RICHMOND'S SPEED 34.3 MILES
The official trial trips of the new light cruiser
Richmond have just been completed and have
been a source of ,great satisfaction to the Bureau of Engineering. Her machinery, which was
designed in the bureau, has more than met the
expectations of the engineering officers. The
Richmond reached a speed of 34.3 miles. If she
had been built according to the original plans
she would, it is claimed, have exceeded thirtyfive knots.
The greatest achiev'C!ment was the Richmond's
ability to maintain a .speed of fifteen knots for
10,000 miles without refueling. She sailed 7,200
miles at the rate of twenty knots pe1· hour without refueling. This is a remarkable sailing radius and will make the new cruiser very effective.

BAGGING A HIPPO
There are two ways of bagging a hippopotamus, says a w:i;:iter in the Wide Worild Ma,gazine,
and neither is justified unless the sportsman is
sorely in want of food, for its meat is very poori
indeed and wants a good deal of preparation to.
be palatable to any one except the starving. It
has a taste I can only describe as fishy, something what beef would taste like after being
' wrapped up for a couple of days with a Scotch
haddock of doubtful freshness.
The hippo may be shot in water. When mortally wounded he will sink and will not reappear
on the surface for several hours, consequently a
tiring lookout has to be kept for the carcass. If
he is only slightly wounded, he may charge, but
more often he will flee and die in the reeds to
serve as food for scavenger bhds or crocodiles.
The other and more sporting way is to shoot
him on land. This is, as a rule, only possible at
night or late in the evening and early in the
morning. It would not" be wise to find oneself between the river and the wounded hippo, for he at
once makes for the water by the shortest route,
and he goes so fast that getting out of the way
requires pretty speedy feet and great coolness
of nerve.

-·· ....

••

LAUGHS
Traveler (just landed)-! learn you have a new
government. How does it start out? Native-Splendidly. We owe money to every nation on
earth, and they are all afraid to molest us.
The Crocodile_-What's become of the laughing
hyena? The L10n-He happened to come along
where I was taking a nap in the shade, and he
thought I was dead, and-well, he ain't had anything to laugh at since.
"An~ w~at do Y?U _call yourself?" contemptu..
ously mqu1red an mdtgnant wife. "A man or a
mouse?" "A man," answered her husband bitterly. "If I were a mouse you'd be on that table
by now calling for help."
Husband-Do you know that every time a
woman gets angry she adds a new wrinkle to her
face? Wife-No, I did not; but if it is so I presume it is a wise provision of nature to let the
world know what sort of a husband a woman has.
Mr. Brown-Shall we have to buy new woolen
underwear for all of the boys this year? Mrs.
Brown-No, dear. Yours have shrunk so the:r
just fit John; Johnny's shrunk to fit Willie, and
Willie's are just snug on the baby. You are the
only one that needs new ones.
"Ma," remonstrated Bobby, "when I was at
grandma's she let me have fruit tarts twice..,
"Well, she ought not to have done so, Bobby,,.
said his mother. "I think once is quite enough for
little boys. The olde1· you grow, Bobby, the more
wisdom you will gain." Bobby was silent, bu*
only for a moment. "Well, ma," he said, "grandma is a good deal older than you are."

•
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ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST
SCOTLAND YARD
Scotland Yard, in Whitehall, London, is said to
have de1·ived its name from a palace that formerly occupied the site, in which the Scottish ambassadors were lodged. That was in the days
when England and Scotland were separate kingdoms and Scotland sent ambassadors to England.
Scotland Yard wa~s the headquarters of the Metropolitan Police up to 1890, when removal was
made to New Scotland Yard on the Thames Embankment, near W estroinster Bridge.

while 284 were deported after entering the country.
A total of 249,535 aliens were admitted under
the 3 per cent. Testriction law during the first
eight months of the current fiscal year, while
108,268, or about 30 per cent., may, be admitted
during the four remaining months.
The following countries have exhausted their
quotas for the present fiscal year: Armenia,
Belgium, Czecho-Slovakia, Greece, l:lungary, Italy,
Luxemburg, Poland, Portugal,, Rumania, Lithuania, Spain, Palestine, Syria, Turkey, Africa,
Atlantic Islands, Australia and New Zealand.

"ARMORED GLASS"
It is said that a fortune awaits the individual
who shall invent a flexible, unbreakable glass.
TOURING ON A BICYCLE
"Armored glass," so called because it contains a
Touring on a bicycle i-equil-es especial care in
neii;ing of galvanized wire and is not easily brok- , selecting an outfit. The spectacle of a young man
en into small pieces, is too heavy and too nearly starting out on a long trip with a great pack on
opaque for most uses. There is a glass of com- his back, bundles Qn his handbars -and a luggage
paratively recent invention called "three play." carrier is pathetic. One inexperienced tripper,Jlo
Although it is neither flexible nor unbreakable, it burdened, said his outfit weighed 140 pounds. He
has certain advantages over other kinds. It is liad a tent, waterproofs, blanket, spare clothes,
composed of two panes of glass with a thin sheet food for many days, though he was passing towns
of transparent celluloid pressed between them and every hour, and cooking utens_ils enough for a
made to adhere by hydraulic pressure. It is said party of four, though they were taxing his
that a blow hard enough to shatter -0rdinary glass strength and wearing out his stamped bearings
and to drive the pieces for some distance merely and unde1·sized tires.
cracks the three ply glass.
A bicycler's camping outfit, counsels a writer
in the Youth's Companion, should weigh Jess than
50 pounds. All that he really needs is a nested
SOURCE OF THE BASEBALL BAT
Ash ideally combines the qualities demanded of mess kit, a blanket, a four-pound tent or watercanvas sheet, extra clothes, a canteen ( a
the baseball bat. Shape and size are matters of proof
in settled regions, a, gallon in arid lands)
individual taste-the model room -0f a leading quart
manufactory has on show 1,2000 bat patterns- and a camera.
A ride,r should select food suitable to the rebut ash is really the one accepted material. Now,
although we have resources of nearly 10,000,000- gion in which he is going to travel. He should
000 board feet, ash is popular for so many pur-- carry no burden on his back, waist or any pa1·t
poses that its scarcity has already greatly af- of his person. Holsters, luggage carriers or bags
fected the price, and farmers with suitable wood- should hold everything, and they should be fasland might well devote it to this tree. The U. tened directly to the machine. Burdens should be
S. Forest Service lias originated and perfected a so placed as to keep the center of gravity low;
laminated bat built up of short pieces of ash any pendulous motion of the luggage. must be
~oined with the same waterproof glue as i.s used. ·prevented. Nor is there any need to burden yourm airplane propellers; these.bats are said to be self with riding on a motorcycle. The motor will
as resilient, durable and satisfactory as the one- carry almost as much as can be stacked on it, but
even so, the rule holds true that the lighter the
piece kind.
outfit the greater the comfort a!}d ease of travel.
Bicycling costs perhaps a dollar a day if the
OUR ALIEN POPULATION
tourist camps out. If he cooks his own meals he
The alien population of the United States in- saves two-thirds of the ordinary expense, and if
creased 24,541 in January, 28,773 aliens having he knows how to cook in camp he can live much
been admitted during the month and 4,232 de- better and have less indigestion than if he wel'e
ported, the Labor Department has announced. Of to eat the messes se1·ved at some restaurants and
the immigrants admitted, 15,661 came from Eu- hotels.
1·ope, 954 from Asia, 21 from Africa and 12,100
In arranging a schedule for a bicycle tour you
from the countries of the Western Hemisphere.
can count on going 40 or 50 miles a day over imAbout 3 per cent. of the immigrants were listed proved roads. But in the region west of the Mi~as belonging to the professional class, 22 per sissippi and east of the Sierras the best roads are
cent. were skilled workers, 12 per cent. common rough and difficult. The deserts and mountains
laborers, 41 per cent. had no occupation, women are indeed, inspiring, but you must walk up long
and children being· included in this group, while grades and descend g:rades equally long, often
22 pe1· cent. had miscellaneous occupations. Dur- with smoking brakes. You must ke~,P y<lur brakes
ing the month 1,569 aliens were denied admission always in good 1.onditiOJl.
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IMITATOR OF CHARLIE CHAPLIN
Berlin's Columbus Circle has been the scene
every night recently of a free show staged by an
imitator of Charlie Chaplin. Shuffling about in
Chaplin's characteristic fashion, the imitator
would suddenly seize the nearest bystander as if
to save himself from falling. The bystander
would join in the general laugh.
Last night a man who had arrived home minus his wat,ch and chain after attending the entertainment, revisited the place wearing a miniature clock so constructed as to sound an alarm
upon its removal from his pocket. Just after the
entertainer seized this man in a pretended fall,
the alarm sounded and the performer was exposted as a pickpocket. He escaped amid a rain
of blows from the spectators.
THE WHEEL IS OLD
Look at any allegorical painting or drawing
that is supposed to depict the advance of civilization and you will in all probability see in one corner a picture of an ancient horse-drawn buggy.
Perhaps this same corner will contain a horsedrawn street car. In the other corner there will
be a modern railroad express train scooting over
the rails at a tremendous rate of speed. Overhead an airplane will be gliding along, while on a
parallel road will be seen an automobile. No such
pictm·e is complete without these items. True,
there will be various types of boats and vessels,
but we are more directly concerned just at present with land vehicles.
On all of them, regardless of the generation in
which they reigned supreme, there is one basic
scientific element that is responsible for vehicular
develop:n;i.ent. The wheel, without :'-'hi~h civilization would be almost at a standstill, 1s the one
scientific element that is probably responsible for
the sp1·ead of civilization to all four corners of
the world. Yet, so common have they become and
so taken-foi--granted that we never stop to think
of the part wheels have played in the world.
Without them our modern trains, automobiles,
buggies, wagons and numerous other means of
transportation would be impossible.
The wheel was old when Egypt was still a new
nation, and of its actual origin there is no authentic record. One theory goes back to the distant period of cave-dwelling man, whose chief
occupation was building. He would drag logs
of timber from the forest day after day and pile
them at an angle against the rocks, filling in the
cracks with earth and sticks,. thus affording himself shelter. It is thought that by using semicircular branches as runners underneath the logs
it was found that they could be moved forward
far more easily than by lifting the dead weight.
Another theory is that a circular stone having
a hole in the center attracted the attention of a
savage more intelligent than the rest of his fellows. Taking this up, he found that he could revolve it upon a stick and this, it is thought1 gave
him an inkling of the wonderful use to which he
could nut it.

MUSEUM FINDS OUT HOW A MOLE LIVES
The habits of the mole have at last been discovered The American Museum of Natural History is now in possession of a complete nest with
mother and young. In fact, it has three nests
and a total of nine young. April 21 the museum
announced a reward of $25 for a nest in the hope
that farmer, golfer or young naturalist woulq
come across a specimen nest which would clear
up the mystery of the moles family life, but for
weeks no response was received until suddenly
specimens arrived from New Brunswick, N. J.,
Tyner, Ind., and Mal'ietta, S. C. To avoid being
swamped with nests the museum now announces
that the offer is closed.
The New Jersey moles were well grown. The
structure of the nest leaves some doubt as to its
being their original home. It was sent in by
Charles L. Sullivan, and although it was not
quite what the museum wanted, he was awarded
$5. The second nest came from William Johnson and Henl'y Johnson, Tyner, Ind., and was accompanied by four baby moles and their mother.
It was the prize specimen. A third came from
L. 0. Mulkey, Marietta, S. C., with three young.
Both the J ohnsons and Mulkey were awarded $25.
The valuable part of the finds, according to the
museum authorities, is that definite information
about the nests was available in each case. A
letter from the J ohnsons stated that theii· nest
was found while plowing corn. It was in a ditch
bank in sandy soil, about twelve inches beneath
the sod, with a tunnel leading down the bank so
that no watel' could get in the hole. Tl1e nest
was made of grass.
Further details about nests were contained in
a letter received from C. E. Cooper, Torrington
Park, N. J., who reported that he had found
four nests while plowing and that they were always made of grass, woven together in much the
way a bird makes a nest. The young, from three
to five a nest, are born without fur.
Mulkey gave accurate details of his find and
told of the mother mole coming back during the
night to hunt for her young. This nest had three
runs leading to it, was made of old dead grass
and was found on the edge of a cornfield.
Dr. F. A. Lucas, director of the museum, said
accurate information, hithe1·to not available to
scientists, had been secured.
"This is the -1irst authentic info1·mation about
a mole's nesting habits that I know of," he said,
"and as far as I know the groups which we can
make out of our specimens will be the first in any
Ame1·ican museum. I had been unable to find
any one who knew anything about the family life
of a mole until I received the accurate information of the finders of the nests we now have."
Dr. Lucas plans to use the newspapers in further hunts for unusual specimens of animal life.
He said that for three yeal's he had been trying
to get hold of a family of young graccoons under
a month old. In spite of a reward of $100 for
such a family he has never been able to get one.
He also said that he was after a family of young
,volves .
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"He's Already Patented Four Inventions"
uFUNNY
thing, too . . . When he first
came here he was just an ordinary.worker.

me said, Send in that coupon. It was the best move
I ever made-I knew it the minute I started my
For a time, when things were slack, I even
first lesson. Before, I had been working in a sort
thought that we might have to let him go.
of mental fog-just an automatic part of the
"Then, gradually, I noticed an improvement in
machine In front of me. But the I. C. S. taught
his work. He seemed to really
-----------me to really understand what I
understand what he was doing.
was doing.'
"One day he came into my office
These inuentors and many
"Well, that was just a start.
and said he had worked out a n,ew
others once studied with
Three times since he has come to
0
0
1
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~~ ruiree
lfc!l1~/i~~t·bui
flie ,. ~.
t~n t~~~ ~:;
when he started explaining to me,
JESSE G. VINCENT
being adopted In other plants and
I could see that he had really disVlce-pre,ldut of Packard
on which he receives a royalty. He
covered something. And when I
Motor Car Co., ineator of the
is certainly a splendid example of
started questioning him, I was
Packard Twio.Six aad co•i•the practical value and thorough.
amazed.
He certainly did know
•••tor of tho Llherty Motor.
ness of I. C. S. training."
what he was talking about.
JOHN c. WAHL
Every mall brings letters from
"So we sat down and talked for
Finl yice•pre,ident of Tho
students of the I. C. S. telling of
over an hour. Finally, I asked him
WaM Co., lne• tor of the
advancements and larger salaries
where he had learned so much
Wahl Addi•r Maclilae, tho
won through spare -time study.
about his work. He smiled and
Ennharp Pencil ud tho
There's still a chance for you, If
took a little book from his pocket.
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you will only make the start.
" 'There's no secret about It,' he
W. J. LILLY
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said.
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SCHOOLS, BOX 4491-B,

SCRANTON, PA.:

Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me how I can qualify for the
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X in the list below:-

•• Ga.s
Automobllo Work
Engine Oparatlnc
D Airpl:mo Engtnes

Radio
Electrical Engineerinar
Electric Llghtlnir
Mechanical Enaineer
Mechanical Draftsman
~ Machine Sholl Practice
D Rallrolld Positions

B

CM! Eni.J.neer
Surveying and Ma:pplng

i

Mlne Foreman or Engineer

•

'.Marine Engineer
.A..rcbltec.t
Contractor and :BuUder
ArchJ t.ectural Draftsman
Structural Enginoer
Chemistry
Pharmacy

•• lndustria.l
Business Manarement
Management

8Salesmanship

Advert1sing
• Traffic Management
O 8tenograJ)by and Typing
•• BankingBusiness Law
•
Teacher
and Banking-Law
D Cl<ll Service
(lncludlna: C.P.A.) BR•llway Mall Clerk
•J;!Accountancy
Nicholson Cost Accounting
Common School Subjecte
• Bookkeeplnif
§Hia-h School Subjccta
Bus1ness En,rliBh
Illustrating

BRua.lness Svanlsh

French

Name............... ·-····-··-............................................. - - - - - - · · Street Addre1s ......................................................................- - · - _,,
Cib' ...............................................................State ......................... :.................. Occupation .................................., ..............,......................... ,.~
P.-raona ruiding in Canada should send th.a coup<>n to tlwJ Internatiooial Correapo-ndence Schools Canadian, Limit'4(
Mooitreal, Ca,14da,

THE WORLD'S
LARGEST
OIL TANK
Write to Riker & King, Advertising Offices, 1133 Broadway, New York City, or
29 East MadisoH Street, Chicago, for particulars about advertising its this matazine.
I

AGENTS WANTED

PERSONAL-Continued

AGENTS WMITED-BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES.
Every owuor buys Gold Inltlals for his auto. You
char,gc $1.50. malre $1.85. Ten orders daily oasy. Write

HUNDREDS seeking marriage. Tf stneere enc1ose stamv.
Mr!l:. 11'. ,villa.rd, 2928 Broadway, Chtca.go, IU1no1s.
IF LONESOME excha.n_ge jolly letters with beautiful
for partlculn.rs and free ea.moles. American Mononam
Jadi,es and wealt.11,y gentlemen. Eva Moore. Box 908.
Co., D•pt. 111, E:u;t Orange, N. J.
J i:,cksonvi lle, Fla.. (Stamp).
LAD I ES, wrlto ,vest('rn Bachelor, as, wort.h $100,000.
Y., B()X 85. Le:ague, 'rotedo. Ohio.
LADY FARM ER, 33. wocth '60,000, will mu.rry. N.,
Ro.t 85, Le:iru(", '.rolerlo, Ohto.
FOR SALE
LONESOME? Get acqua1ntcd. I "will help you. My
methods insure confidence. Bundrede seeking matriLAND OPPORTUNITY I $10 to $50 down starts you on mony,
Information trGe, etw.mr>, pleas~. Mrs. Franz, 94.T
20, 40, 80 ""· near tbrMng city tn lower Mich.; bal.
)ODi time. Learn bow we help you 2et a farm home. Montana St .• Chlcaro.
Write today for btg booklet free. Swigart Land Co.• LOOK WHOSE It ERE! Princess OlUE world famous
horoscopes. Get your's totlny. Don't delay. Rend tulJ
M-l 2GS First Nat'! Bank Blrlg .• Chlcaro.
blrthdale and 100, K. Okie, 209 Wesl 180th St., New
York, N. Y.
HELP WANTED
BE A DETECTIVE. Oppor.tunlty for men and women MARRIAGE PAPER-20th ye•r. Big Issue wllh descriptions, photos, names and addresses. 25 cents.
No
for secret 1nvestl:a.tlon 1n your dhtrict. Wrlte 0. T.
otber fee. Sent flU1ed. Box 2265 R, Boston, Mass. ·
Lullwtg, !521 \Ve11tovcr Bid,:., K.Ansas City. Mo.
DETECTIVES NEEDED EVERYWHERE. Worlc home MARRY-Free photogrn.pha, cll..J'ectory and descriptions
or wealthy members. Pny when ma.rrled. New Plan
or travot expnlenc.e unneces1Hll'Y. \Vrlte Gaor"e Wag~·
Co., Dept. $6, Kan••• City, Jl:lo.
ner. former Govt. Detective, ]!)68 Broadwa.y. N, Y .
EARN $20 weekly spare time, at home, add.ressin&', MARRY, HEALTH, WEALTH-Membero everywhere,
worth to $50,000. Photos, descdptlons free. SOCIAL
mnJlina musle, circulars. Send 1 0o for muslc, information. American Music Co., 1658 Broadway, Det>t. ACTIVITIES. Clm8M'On, KRn.
8T, N. 'f.
MARRY IF LONELY: "Home Maker''; hundreds r1cll.
confidential; reliable; yens uper!ence; cleacrioUons
$100 TO $300 A WEEK. Men with slight knowledge of
motors who can rt>ach car owners cau earn $300 free. '"Ihe Successful Club", :Box 656, Oaltland, CaI1weekly without ma.~ing a slnele sale. 1f they cau fom1a.
oho make sales their profits may re-ach $25,000 yearly. MARRY-MARRIAGE DIRECTORY with photos and
Only proposllon or 1ts l< Ind ever offered. V. L. Phllllps,
descr1pt1ons free. Pay when married. The Exchange,
1908 nronclwoy, N.-w Ynrlc
Dept. 645. liatlS•S City, Mo.

MANUSCRIPTS WANTED
STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, etc., are wanted for publl•

ca.tton. Submit MSS. or write Literary :Bureau, 515
.Ilannlhl, Mo.

PERSONAL
ATTRACTIVE

YOUNG

LADY.

worth $25,000, will
marry. Club, Box 1022, Wichita, Kansas.
BACHELOR, 88, worth $100,000, an.nous to marry, Y.,
Box 85, League, 'J'oledo. Ohio.
BEST, LARGEST MATRIMONIAL CLUB In Country.
EsLablJshed 19 Y.ears.
Thousands Wealthy w1ah1nr
Early Marriage. Confidential. Free. The Old Reliable
Club. Jl:lrs. Wrubel, Box 26, O•kland, Callt.
~CHARMING WIDOW, 82, wealthy, will marry soon.
League, Box 77. Oxford. Fla.
CHARMING WIDOW, with tarm, will marry soon.
I!illlrna. Box 77, Oxford, Fla..
DECIDE'i:iLY PRETTY GIRL, worth $65,000, will
marry. nox 1022, Club, Wichita, Kansas.
00 YOU WANT NEW FRIENDS? Write Dotty Loe,
Inc., 4254 Broadway. New York City. Stamp appre ..
.elated.
~

MAR RY: Thousands conueulal people, worth !rotn
$1,000 to $50,000 seekin&: eftrly marriage, descri:DtJ.ons ,
l)hotos, introductions free. Sealed. Either sex. Send
no money. .Address Standard Cor. Club, Gra.yslnke, JU •

P~fub~YBo~'\~'b~ror~~•1i.;J!,:. but lonely,

wlll marry.

SIXTH AND SEVENTH BOOKS OF MOSES. Egyptla!i

1ecrets. Black art, other rare books. Catu.log free.
Star Book Oo., 8R29, 122 Fedora! St., Camden, N. J.
PRETTY GIRLIE, ,vealtby, but oh, eo Josoeomo, will
marry, C., Box 55, Oxford, Fla.
WHOM SHOULD YOU MARRY? We'll tell you. Send
· 300 lllld birth date to Ch<racter Studies, 1515 Masonlo
Temple, New York City,
WEALTHY, pretty, affectionate girl. would marry,
Ob~~ite. enclosina- envelope. Doris Dawn, South Euclid~

SONGWRITERS
WRITE THE: WORDS FOR A SONG-We compose mua!o.

Submit your poems to us at once. Now York Melad:,
Corporation, 405 F,. Roman Bldg., New Yori,.

TOBACCO HABIT

TOBACCO or Snuff Ha.bit cured or no pay. i1.oo It
Da=re, 1l£,j':'edy B61lt OIi trial
Superba Co., li'C..,

Covering
an
area of twenty
acres, and with a
capacity of 1,750,000 barrels,
the world's largest oil storage
tank is nearing
completion
at
Wilmington, Cal.
The concrete tank
will rise only
eight feet above
the ground, half
of it being below
the surface. The
roof will be supported by wooden posts set in
concrete
blocks
in the bottom of
the tank, also of
concrete.
Despite
the
vast quantity of
oil that will be
held in the tank,
the sides and bottom will be only
four inches thick.
This feature is
made possible by
the careful preparation of the
earth under the
tank,
by·
the
methods of reinforcing the concrete and by the
nature of the concrete.
All soil
around the excavation for the
tank within accurately determined distances is
removed and repacked until it is
much more dense
than at first. This
is accomplished
by tractors treaded with iron attachments
that
resemble
a
sheep's hoof. The
sides of the excavation are packed
beyond the limits
to which the side
o.f the tank will
extend. T h e s e
sides are then cut
through so that
at all places the
texture of the
soil will be constant.
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WERE YOU BORN
UNDER ALUCKY STAR?
DO YOU WANT TO KNOW ALL TR..I.T
TBEJIE IS TO KNOW .&BOUT You•

Character
Disposition
Good Traits
Weaknesses

Wrist Watc"

Abilities
Friends
and
Lucky Days

Guaranteed Time Keeper. Given for selling only
30 cards of Dress Snap-Fa.,,teners at lOc per card. Easily
Sold.
EARN BIG MONEY
OR PREMIUMS. Order• your
cards TO-DAY. Send no money.
We trust you till goods are sold.
AMERICAN SPECIALTY CO,
Box 127 Z_ _ _ _ _ _ _Lancaster, Pa.

Big, Handsome, Dressed, Sleeping
Doll sent prepaid for selling ONLY
SIX PACKETS new Bhrh)y Perfumed Sachet Powder AT 10c.
Thia is a Special Offer to introduce

.j

our sachet.
We also ir!To Mama Dolls, Walking

/•

Dolls, and premiums for boys.

HEJ careful study of a thoro description of
yoursel! Is far more Important than you
may at tlrst imagine.
For It ts absolutely true that any added
knowledge ot your own inherent qualities w\11
greatly assist you in reaching a higher degree
of success. You can be just as successful as
you desire. It ls all In your power of will.
But berore you can exercise this power lu
the right dlrectlon, you m11st thorol,r stady
yourselt.

Lane Mfg. Co. Dept.153

T

''How To Read Human Nature''

Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

ASTHMA

ar RAY nvER Treatment
malled on trial. State which
yoa want, Uitenrea • endtl;

If aot, don't. ' Write today•

.t.au... ""· K. St11:RLINE. 844 0"'6A"-o 51DNIEY, CJ.I

nt•Jc)€J:11~1?W~fL>r1~~

_OR.QUAVU: SANITARIU~. Dope, 971 MAOISON.OHJ(!_

GOITRE'\:O

SERIES OF TWELVE BOOKS
Price 10 cents each,

Postpald to any addreH

These books give in concise form a positive
key to self-development. They are based on
a study of thousands of characters-are pregnant with keen analysis and most helpful
character-bulldlng hints.
Send us ten cents aud the month of your
birth and the book will be mailed immediately. Use coupon below.
It you have a friend, acquaintance or business associate whose character and d1apos1t1on you would like to study, obtain our book
corresponding with the month in which such
person was born.
lF YOU .AREJ IN tOVID - you should know
the character, dlapoeltlon, good polnt1, abilities, and weaknesses of the person In whom
you are Interested. .Ascertain the month of
birth and then send tor our book ot that
month. Enclo1e another dime.

,

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••----•·•T•T••

CHARACTER STUDIES, Ine.,
Room 1515, Masonlo Temple, N. Y, C.

I

enclose ..................................... .

Send books ot (&'Ive months) ................. .

Name ···········•·••·••• .• ·• •·•···•-··••••·····
.Address ................................. , - Jr

VENTRILOQUISMe-o,,._

tau9ht almost ao7 uue at hom"· liolall
l:len<.\ '.l.'OD-'.J'. 2 ~Ml tor partieoila~a and
P900f•

GEORGE W. SMITH

Room 1\1-762, 12G N. Jeff Ave., Peotla, UL

l

WILD WEST WEEKLY
- - LATEST lSl!!UES - 1050 Young W!ld We~t and the Mad Mexican; or, .Arlet1051
1052
1053

105'1.
1055
105()
1057
J058
1059
1000
1061
1062

ta's Warning Shot.
and the Cowboy Millionaire ; or, Hemmoeed In
by Enemies.
·
" In the "Land of Dead Things" ; or, Arletta and
the Vu ltures.
" Lightning Leap; or, a Desperate Duel on
Horseback.
" In the Golden Valley; or, ArlPtta's Indian Sign.
" Marked Mustang; or, Trapping the Horse
~'bieves~
" and "Puncher Pete"; or, Arletta nnd the Dyna·
mite.
" Almost Beaten; or, The ~ecret of the Blasted
Pine.
•· BufTnlo Hunt; or, Ar!Pttn's Awtul Ride.
" at BollvRr Butte; or, The Camo Thnt Was Run
bv "Bail" Men.
" and t11c Trapped Troopers; or, Arletta and the
Apache Ambush.
" and the Cowgirl Queen; or, The Clean-up at
Ranch Forty.
" and the lnd!nn Agent; or, Arletta's Daring
"

1063 "
1064 "
1065
1066

"
••

1067

"

1068

"

1069

"

1070

"

1071 "
1071!

"

1073 "
1075

"

1076

"

J 077

"

1078

"

1079

"

1080

"

1081

"

1082 "
1083

"

1084

"

10Pn

"

1080 "

an~xpt':ee. Rich Ranchero; or, Tbe Shot That
Made a Fripnd .
and tbe Death Stream; or, .Arletta's .Awful
Alter no ti ve.
•
and "Spotted Snm"; or Trailing a Halfbreed.
l:lcrimmage in Mex-Leo; or, Ariett11 and the Va•
quero Dandy.
Balking the "Ba(l" Men; or, Saved by the Clever
(;hinee. tl;!e Cowboys; or, .Arletta •
Leading
s F l g ht '•·Viti1
the Rustler".
Ont,vittlng the 011Uaws; or, Dandy Dlcl<"s De•
flanc<>.
Pursuing the Pawnees: or, Arletta and the Reel·
skin Princess.
and "Cunning Cbip"; or, The Gold Gang of
tJ1e Guieb.
and the Border Crooks; or, Arietta and tbe
Smuggler QuePn.
Fighting the Fire Fiends; or, Saving a Herd
of Cattle.
and the Slient Scout; or, The Sign That Saved
the Settlement.
Staking a Tenderfoot; or, Arletta ancl tbe Gl'IZ ·
zly Bear.
Roping the "Ghost Dancers"; or, Spolllng an
Indian Outbreak.
Capturing a Claim: or, Arletta and the Gold
Porket.
and the DNtdwood Deadsbot; or, The Man Who
WaA Hard to Beat.
Re,scuing a Ranchman; or, .Arietta and the
Renegade Cowboys.
BPtrayecl by a Greaser; or, Sealed In an .A.ztec
Tomb.
Fight at the Forks; or, Arletta and the Lost
Emigrant Train.
and the Desperado; or, The Masked Men of the
Mountain.
Weston W~Jcomi>; or, ArlPttn's Birthday Gift.
Rnpl<l-Flre Flgl,t: or, Holdinl! a Cave of Gold.
at a Cowbqy "Shindig"; or, Arletta Cal!lng a
Bluff.

l"or ••le by all newsdealer •, or will be •ent to an,
nddre •• on receipt of price, 7e per coPT, In money •r
ooatnire 1tnmp1, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Pobll • her, Inc.,
16& Wut 23,l Street,
New Yerk City

TO
SCENARIOS HOW
WRITE THEM
Price 85 Cents Per Copy

This book contains nil the most recent changes In the
method of construction and submission of scenRri?•Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario writ i ng. For sale by all Newsrlcal<ITs and Bookstores.
lf you cannot p1·ocure a copy, send us the price,
BG cents, ln money or postage stamps, and we will
m n1J you one, postage free. Address
L. 8ENARENS, 219 Se-Venth Ave., New York, N. Y.

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructin and Amusing. They Contaia
Valuable Information on Almo11t Every S11bject
No. 42.

THE

BO YS

OF

NEW . Y OR K

S TUMP

SPEAKER. - Containing a va ried assortment of stum p
speeches, Negro, Dutch and I rish. .Also end men's jokes.
:rust the thing for home amusement and amateur sbow s.

No. 45. , THE B OYS OF NEW Y ORK MINSTREL

GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK.- Something new ancl very
i nstructive. Every boy sbould obtain this book, as It
contnln~ fu ll instrncti ons for organizing an amateur
minstrel tronpe.
No. 46.

HOW TO llIAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.

desrriptlon of the wonderful uses of elPctrirlty and
elP<'tro mng-netism; toireth<'r with full instructions for
maklnl! Ell<>c.trie. Toys, Batter1es, etc. lly George Trebel,
.A. M .. M. D. Cont ainlng- over .fifty illustrations.

- A'

No. 48.

HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. -

No. 54.

HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. _

.A

l1andy book for boys, containing full directlon5 for con•
structlng cano<'s and the most popular manner or sall•
Ing them. Fully lllu~trsted.
No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. - Giving rules for con•
ducting clehates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion and the best sources !or procuring information
on the quP"tions given.
No. 50 . now TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS. A valuable book giving, Instructions in collecting prenar!ng, mounting and presPrVing blrcls, animals and
insrcts.
No. 51. HOW TO DO '.rRJCKS WITH CARDS. - Containing explanations of the general principles of slpigbt•
of-hand appllcable to card trlclrn: of card tricks with
ordinary cards, nnr1 not requiring sleight-of-Jiand; ot
trfcl<s Involving sle!ght-of-1tand, or the use of specially
prepated cards. Tl!ustrated.
No. 52. HOW TO_ 1:'LAY CARDS. - A complete and
handy litt-le book, g1vrng the rules and full directions
for playing Eluchre, · Cr1bbage, Cassino. Forty-F!v~
Rounce, Pedro R1rncho. Draw Poker, Auction Pitel,, Ali
Fours, anrl many other popular games of cards.
Giving complete information as to the i:nnnner and
method of raising, kePping, taming, breeding and man aging all kinds of pets; also giving full instructions fo r
fil~,~~~!u;;:es, etc. Full explained by twenty-eigh t
No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. _ Con •
taininµ- full instructions ho,v to hec<>me n locoruotive
engineer; also r!irectlons for building a model Jocomo•
tive; togethn with a full description of everything a n
enirlneer shoul(] know.
No. 58. HOW '1'0 BE A DETECTIVE. - By Olcl King
Brady, the well-known detective. In whicb be Jays down
some valuable rules for beginners, and also relates some
a<lventnres of wplJ-known detectives.
No. 60.

HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. _

No. 64.

HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES

Containing useful information regarding the Camera and
bow to work it; also how to make Photographic Magic
M~:'s\~~IJ:e~~ldes and other Transparencies. Handsomely

-Containing full directions for making electrical machines. lnilurtion coils. dynamos and mnny novel toys
to be worked. by electrlclty. By B . .A. R. Bennett. Fully
lllustra ted.
No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES. - The most original
joke hook ever publishPd, and it fq brimful ot wit and
humor. It conlains a large collectton of songs, jokM,
conundrums, etr., of Terrence Muldoon, the great wit
humorist nnd prnrtlcnl Joker of the flny. •
'
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. - Containing over
thrPP hundrrd interesting puzzles an/I conundrumA. with
key to samP. A complet(' honk Fully lllnstrntPd .
No. 67. HOW TO DO/ ELEC'rRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a large collec(lon of instructive nnd highly
amusing elrctricnl tricks, together with illustrations.
By. A. Anflersoh.
No. 68. HOW TO DO CHE~UCAL TRICKS. - Containing over one hundred highly amusine: and in"tru~tlve tricks with chemicals. By A. Anderson. Band•
somely !llustra ted.
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. - Containing over fifty of the latest and best trlclrn used by
magicians. .Also containing the secret of second sight.
Fully Illustrated. By A . .Anderson.

For sale by all newsdealers or will be sent to
any address on receipt of price, 10 cents per copy,
in money or posta-~e stamps, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Puhlisher, Inc.
166 .West 23d Street

Ne~ York

